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ENCOMIUMS ON PRIOR. 



VERSES 

I lENTTQailtVIIBNinilMEBGOlfimMSXr. 



_ Car pendetrlMiMt flaMa «hd lyre > 
Parcrntes rf o dcxieras 

OdI : s|i|^e roMs >, avdjat iovldat 
Dcmeatem str«pitaai Lieiis^ 



Could I, great Bard! O, coald I sbara 

Thy geoim, as tliy grief; 
My heidiog verMtsiioiild soothe thy cure, 

And tiflMly give retteH 

But vain are my eesays to sing, 

And impAtent my strainsy 
The cordials from yonraelf moat tpthgf 

That oaft aHay your pafait. ^ 

On yoor firm heart and honest braast 

Bend your reieetmg eyes ; 
For Socrates, by ftctioB iHressNli 

To conseioas vtftne llica. 
voi; \. . m ' 
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Nor t^nld philosophy divine 

Such solid joys impart. 
As each soft strain, each magic line, 

Of your diviner art. 

Then string again your slackened lyre 
To peaceful Anna's praise ; 

What would not innocence inspire, 
And Anna's glory raise i 

Thou^i faction all its rage oppose. 
The pleasing tlieme pursue ; 

They only who were Anna's foes, 
Are enemies to you. 



STANZASy . 

ADDRESSED TO PRIOR ON HIS CARMEN SECULARS. 

WuBN Prior's Muse prepares to smg 

Some god, or godlike hero's praise. 

She soars aloft, and on her airy wmg 

High as their liigh deserts their fame does i'aise« 

Thus William's glory scales the sky, 
Through rolling ages to remain, 
Which neither brass nor marble can attain, 
^Rais'd thus above the reach of vulgar destiny •— 

Much we commend the poet's skill. 

That so exalted sings a theme sublune : 

But more his art to cover fatal ill — 

8uch shades make William's glory brighter shine. 
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BHC0MIUM8 ON PRIOR. 7 

O ! long as breath inspires this fleeting Irame, 
Be my example Prior's grateful name : 
Tbongh not a Donet shed fais rays on me, 
Happy am I, if bot inspired by thee. . 



F&OM 

THE VILLAGE CVRATEy 

BY HURDIS. 

How sweet the mnsic of thy happy times, 

Poetic Prior : foil of mirth thy Mase, 

And exqaisite her jest. Ah! hear it not, 

Ye sober fiiir, for folsome is the taste, 

And only fit for the distemper'd ear 

Of joUy libertines. His graver song 

Appland aoisatisfied, and ever laugh 

To see him mount the furious Pegasus 

Pindaric, often tried, but tried in vain, 

And never to be tam'd by crazy wits. 

'Twas an unruly and a hard-month'd horse, 

' And flung his rider if he sat not sure,* 

Dan Cowley said. Yet up sprung Mat resolv'd ; 

O'er sea and land with an unbounded loose 

Rons flie mad steed, a Gilpin race I ween. 

* Hardly the Muse can sit the head-strong horse '. 

See now she gallops round the Belgic shore, 

Now through the raging ocean ploughs her way 

To rongli Ieme*s camps ; there sounds alarms, 

» See bis Carmen Seculare to the King. 
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10 the dttk flmrahes findh Imt fioiioM I 
And plonget after him Uiroagh BojrneV fierce iood. 
Back to his AMnob tiien, then wkk stiff wii« 
£a8t, over Damibe and Frupontiif flhof«i» 
From the Mieotns to the northern sea. 

To Tisit the young Mnscovite ; thence np 
ResoWd to reach the fai|^ empjrean sfihere. 
And ask for WHIiam an Olympic crown. 
Till lost in trackless fields of shining day, 
Unbors*dy and all aghast, down^ doivn she comes, 
Comes mshing with oncommon ruin down.' 
Glorious attempt, bul not nahappy fiite. 
Twas Incky, Mat, thoo hadst not giv*n a name 
To some Icarian gnlf, or shook at least 
The carnal man so sore, tiiat he had fimp^d 
And tamely hobUed to the verge of life. 
But, thank oar stars, thy pace is even yet, 
And happily the Muse her mirAftil soag 
In durance vile prolongs. So have I heard 
The captive findi, in narrow cage confin'd. 
Charm all his woe away with d^etfiil song, 
Which might have melted e'en a heart of steel 
To give him liberty*' 
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DEDICATION. 



TO THB KIGBT HOW* 

LIONEL, 
XAVi OF BORSn XHD XIIUIUBMEX '• 

It looks like no gcMt eomfXimmt to jow Imd' 
flUp that I prefix yoaf nma to Ikis Epiitlo, wken, 
kitiw Piefiieet I dedaM Ike Book is paMiriMd 
sknoft agakMtnj kidfamtioiL Biit,m all casa% 
mj Lord, yoa kave an keraditaiy rif^t to whatevsr 
aqrke called miBe. ManyoftkefoHowiiii^piettt 
areia written by the /eonmaBd of your eaeettenl 
fciher, and moat of tke rest aader Us pffoteetkHi 
and palTMMge. 

Tke partimdar Micity of yoar kkrtk, ny Lord»tka 
aataral andownent of yanr moid, wkiak, aritkoat 
ta ip lfli o n of flattBiy, I mi^ tall yoa ara very freat: 
Ike good edacatioo witk wkick tbeta parts kava 
keen knpioyad, and yoor eomiog iaio tke wof k^ 
and taeiiig iaen Tory eariy, anke as expect fioai 
yoor lar^Mp all tke good wkich oar kapcs cm 
ftnniafiivoarof ayoangnobleoHui. 1^ Jlliiriosip> 

> iMtarwMrdft trcttci Dakt af PMitt. 
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10 DEDicAnmr. 

lus erisy — onr eyes and our hearts are tamed on 
yoQ. You most be a judge and master of polite 
learning, a friend and patron to men of letters and 
merit, a faithful and able counsellor to your Prince, 
a true patriot to yonr country, an ornament and ^ 
honour to the titles you possess, and, in one word, 
a worthy son to the great Earl of Dorset \ 

It is as impossible to mention that name without 
desiring to commend the person, as it is to give 
him the commendations which bis virtues deserved. 
But I assure myself the most agreeable compli- 
ment I can bring your Lordship is to pay a grate- 
ful respect to your father's memory : and my own 
obligations to him were such, that the worfd must 
pardon my endeavouring at his character, however 
I may miscarry in the attempt. 

A thousand ornaments and graces met in the 
composition of this great man, and contnboted 
to make him universally beloved and esteemed. 
The figure of bis body was strong, proportionable, 
beautiful ; and were his picture weU drawn, it nunt 
deserve the praise given to the portraits of Raphael, 
and at once create love and respect. . WhUe the 
greatness of his mien informed men they were ap- 
proaching the nobleman, the sweetness of it in- 
vited them to come nearer to the patron. There 
was in his look and gesture something that is more 
easily conceived than described, that gained upon 
you in his favour before be spake one word. His 
behaviour was easy and courteous to all; but dis- 
tinguished, and adapted to each man in particu- 
lar^ according to his station and quality. His 

* Se« Cattlof tte of Rojal and NoMe Authon. 
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DEDICATION. 11 

civility was firee from the formality of rule, and 
flowed immediately from his good sense. 

Such were llie natural faculties and strength of 
his mind, that he had occasion to borrow very 
• little from education ; and he owed those advan- 
tages to his own good parts which others acquire 
by study and imitation. His wit was abundant, 
Doble»bold. Wit, in most writers, is like a foun- 
tain in a garden, supplied by several streams 
•brought through artful pipes, and playing some- 
times agreeably: but the Earl of Doreets was a 
source rising from the top of a mountain, which 
forced its own way, and, with inexhaustible sup- 
plies, delighted and enriched the country througli 
which it passed. This extraordinary genius was 
accompanied with so true a judgment in all parts 
of fine learning, that whatever subject was before 
hun, be discoursed as properly of it as if the pecu- 
liar bent of his study had been applied that way ; 
and he perfected his judgment by reading and di- 
gesting the best authors, though he quoted them 
very seldom. 

CoDtemnebat potias Htera«. quam nesciebat; 

and rather seemed to draw bis knowledge from his 
own stores, than to owe it to any foreign assistance. 
The brightness of his parts, the solidity of his 
judgment, and the candour and generosity of his 
temper, distinguished him in an age of great polite- 
ness, and at a court abounding with men of the 
finest sense and learning. The most eminent 
masters, in their several ways, appealed to his de- 
termination. Waller thought it an honour to con- 
sult him in the softness and harmony of his verse ; 
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an^ Dr. SfAnt in tii« delicacy and torn ilf fut ^MM. 
Dryden determines by bim, mider the dmrai^M- tf 
Kngenins, ks to the laws cff draisalie poetry. 
Butler owed it to him that the Court tastod Mi 
Hadtbras: Wycberiy, that the Town Hkf'.d felli. 
Phao-Dealer: and theDolie of BaddBgham d^ 
ferred to publish his Rehearsal, tiH he was sore <«s 
he expressed it) that my Lord Dorset wodM -wtt 
rthem^e npon him again. If we wanted a fomigii 
testimony, La Fontaine and St. EvrencWt hcf« 
acknowledged, that he was a perfect anaier ia the 
beanty and Oneness of thinr langoage, and «€ all 
tfa^they call JLes freHes LeAro. Nor was tiiis 
nicety of his jadgment confined only to books md 
literatiire ; but was the same in statmoy, paiBtidgy 
and all other parts of art Bemkii woald hvie 
taken his opinion npon the beanty and«ltitiMle of 
"a figure; and King Charles did not«gree with Leigr, 
tiiat my lady Cleveland's picture was Mahed, till 
it bad the approbation of my Lord BnCkhuivt. 

As the jadgment wUch bo made of othen' 
writings could not be refuted, the mmmer ia wlitah 
he wrote will hardly ever be equalled. Every one 
of his pieces is an ingot of gold, intrinsically and 
solidly vahiable : such as, wrought w beaten thte- 
ner, wonld shine through a whole book of mqr 
other author. His thought was always new, and 
the expression of it so particnbirly hapf^^ fbsjt 
every body knew immecfiately it could only be my 
Lord Dorset's; and yet it was so «asy, too, Hiait 
every body was ready to imagine himself capable 
of writing it. There is a lustre in his verses, liko 
that of the sun in Claude Loraine*s landscapes ; it 
fooks naftural, and is inimitable. His love-vecws 
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hm ft litiztive «f deSeacy aad straiqitli ; ^ej eon- 
ireyliie wit of PfttrwMH In te MftaeM of Tibvl- 
Ins. His flfttire, indeedy k lo severely poioledy 
tiMA in it tie a^iMfln, wiitt his greet Ikieiid the 
Eerl of Rochester <1lnt other pr^igy of te i^) 
says he was, 

Tbe best good nni, with the wontnttord Nsie. 
Yet) even here, that character may justly be ap- 
plied to him which Perseus gives of the best writer 
in this kind that ever hved : 

Oniie mttr vMnm rideuti nsecM «Bieo 
ThaBlt,et adntoM dimim yiweordis Indtt. 

And tbe gentleaaan had always so meeh the betfeir 
«if the satirist, Hmt tbe persons lemdied did not 
know w%ere to file tfaehrresentaienti; and wave 
fereed to appear rather ashanwdthan-ongry. Yet 
86 ihr was this great Anther from valniag hhnself 
npon his vroits, that he eared not vrhat became af 
them* Hioogh every body ebe did* lliere nre 
many thmgs of his not imtant in vnkHig> whsdk 
however, are nlways repeated : like tiie venes and 
sayings cmP the ancient Dmids, thty retain an «ni> 
vetnl veneration, though Ihey nre preserved only 

Ask is often seen that tibose men who are least 
«piaitted Ibr bnsbeis love it meat; my Lard Dop- 
aet^ ebaneter was, dwt he certainly understood 
it, but did not cam Ibr it 

Coming very yonng to the possession of two 
ptcntilhl estates, and in an age when pleasnra was 
more hi fiisbiott than bnsmess; he tamed his parts 
rather to books and conversation than to politics, 
and what more iaunediatety related to the pvbUc ; 
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14 DEDICATfOir. 

bnt whenever the safety of his country demanded 
his assistance, he readily entered into the most ac- 
tive parts of life ; and nnderwent the greatest dan- 
gers, with a constancy of mind, which shewed 
that he had not only read the rules of philosophy, . 
bnt nnderstood the practice of them. 

In the first Dutch war he went a volonteer under 
the Duke of York; his behavionr, dnriog tliat 
campaign, was such as distingnislied the Sackville 
descended from that Hildebrand of tlie name, who 
was one of the greatest captains that came into 
England with the Conqueror. But his making a 
song the night before the engagement ^ (and it was 
one of the prettiest that ever was made) carries 
witii it so sedate a4>resence of mind, and snch an 
unusual gallantry, that it deserves as much to be 
recorded as Alexander's jesting with his soldiers 
before he passed the. Granicus, or William the Fiist 
of Orange, giving order over-night for a battle, and 
desiring to be called in the moraing test he should 
happen to sleep ton long. 

From hence, during the remaining part of King 
Charleses reign, he continued to live in hooonrabte 
leisnre. He was of the Bed-chamber to the King, 
and possessed not only his master's favour, but, in 
a great degree, his familiarity ; never leaving the 
Court bnf when he was sent to that of France, on 
come short conuntssions and embassies of compli- 
ment ; as if the King designed to show the Frenclt» 
(who would be thought the politest nation) that 
one of the finest gentlemen in Europe was his sub' 
Ject ; and that we had a Prince who understood 

9 Dr. Jobnson has ofTered a rational solntloii of this ro- 
inaiitie anecdote, is bit Lives of tlie Poets. 
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llii worth so wefl, as not to snfier him to be lon^ 
out of lus pmseace. 

>Tlie succeecfiBif rdgo neither relished my Lord's 
wit nor approved his nHoanw ; so be retired alto- 
• ^etfaer from Conrt. Bat as the imtriewaUe mis- 
takes of that unhappy government went on to 
threaten the nation with something more terrible 
than a Dutch war, he thonght it became him to 
resume the courage of his youth, and once more 
to engage himself in defending the liberty of bis 
country. He entered into the Prince of Orange's 
interest, and carried on his part of that great en- 
terprise here in London, and under tlie eye of the 
OourtyWith the same resolution as his iHendand 
fellow patriot the late Duke of Devonshire did, in 
open arms at Nottingham ; till the dangers of those 
times increased to extremity, and just apprehen- 
sions arose for the safety of the Princess, our pre- 
sent glorious Queen ^ : then the £ari of Dorset 
was thbngfat the properest guide of her necessary 
€i||^t, and the person under whose courage and 
direction the nation might most saiely . tr^t a 
charge so precious and important. 
' After the establishment of their late Majesties 
upon the throne, there was room again at Court 
for men of my Lord's character. He had a part 
in the councils of those princes, a great share in 
their friendship ; and all the marks of distinction 
with which a good government could reward a 
patriot. He was made Chamberlain of their Ma- 
jesties' household, a place which he sa eminently 
adorned by the grace of his person, and the iine- 
neas of his breeding, and the knowledge and prac- 
« Qneen Anae. 
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tkeof mtait wasdeeeat and iiMigBifi«nt» IM iM 
C4Ndd only be rivalled in theae qualificatioBi by 
one great man who has anoe held the saoM aiaff. 

The last honours he received firoan his soveveiga 
(and indeed they were the greatest which « si^ 
ject eonkl receive) wefe» that he was made Knight 
«f the Garter, and constitnted . one of the Kag e at s 
of the kittg<h>m dnriog his Migesty's ahseaoew 
Bat hn health, about that thne, sensibly deehwqg^ 
«nd the pubtte aiahfs not threatened by any iamm- 
aent dangeri he left the bniineas to those who de» 
lighted more in the state of it, and appeared oaly 
aometimes at Couueil to show his respect to tiw 
conunission; giviag as much leisure as he conld te 
ihe relief of those paim with which it pleased God 
to afflict IriiBy and bdelgiog the reflectioQa of a 
aiind that bad hioked thiongh the world with toe 
piercing an eye, and was grown vreary ef the pro*' 
peet. Upon the whole, it inagr very just^ be said 
of this great mao^ with regard to the public^ that 
through the coarM of his lile he acted lihe an able 
pilot, in a long voyage $ conteated to sit quiet ia 
the cabin when the winds were aUayed Md the 
waters smooth ; but vigUant, and wm4y to resume 
the heha, when the storm arose aad the sea craw 
tnmultuous. 

I ask your parden^my Lord^ if I look yet a little 
^more nearly into the late Lord Dorset^ i 
if I examine it not without some intantSua of i 
iag &ult, and (which is an odd w^ of i 
panegyric) set his bl em is hes aad f 
-open view. 

The fire of lus youth canied him to souse es> 
cesies, but they were accompanied with a most 
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ymif fanwitiMi wad true bnnoor. Tbe little 
yMemom 9Wl euy mistake* of m nigiit loo gai^ 
spent, (and that» tmo, m tiM htpaau^ of life,) 
woie ^iviiys set riglii Hie mxt day, with peat 
iNnuuiiityandmpie retriiwtm. HisliiDltsbroDgiit 
Hieir escvae frith theiB» and his very fiulings had 
iWr bcaoties. So much sweetoets aeeompaaied 
what be said, and so peat g ea e res tey what he didy 
that people weiie always prepoaMSsed m Juslavoar ; 
aoditwasio tettrae what the late Eari of Ro* 
Chester said, iajest, to Kuig Charles, that ^hecMd 
not know how it wa% hat my Lord Donet might 
do aiiy tbiogt yet was aever to bhnne.' 

He was aataroilyfety sat^tto pasmm; bat 
the short gpwt was soon over, and senred only to 
set off the dMima of his temper, when more eem* 
pesed. That Tciy paaaoa brake out with a foree 
of wit, which made even anger agreeable : whUa 
it lasted, he said and loigot a thousand thingsi 
whidi other men would have been glad to have 
stadied and wrote; hot the impetaosity was cor- 
reeled apon a faoaMuf s reflection, aad the mea> 
sore altered widi andi graee and delicacy, that yoa 
ooold flcaree pereeiTa where the key was changed. 

He was Teqr sharp in his rellectioas, but never 
in the wrong i^ee. iSsdarti were sure to wound; 
hat tbey were save too to hit none bat those 
whose faHiea gave him very lair aim. And when 
be allowed no fearter, he had cenainfy beea pro« 
:veked by mere than comuMm error; by men% 
ledleasaadcireaaMlaBtial recitals of their afiairs, 
or by their maltiplied qnestions abont his own; 
by extreme ignorance and impertinence, or the 
mixtare of timaei an Ul jadged and aevcr-ceasmg 
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18 DSDtCATIOV. 

civility ; or, kistiy, by the two things which were 
his otter aversion, the insinuation of a flatterer, 
and tlie whisper of a talebearer. 

If, therefore, we set the piece in its worst posi- 
tion, if its faults be most exposed ; the shades will 
still appear very finely joined with their lights, and 
•very imperftction will be diminished by the lustre 
of some neigfabooring virtue ; but if we torn the 
great drawings and wonderful colourings to their 
true light, the whole must appear beautiful, noble> 
admirable. 

He possessed all those virtues, in the highest de- 
gree, upon which the pleasure of society, and the 
happiness of life depend ; and he exercised them 
with the greatest decency and best manners. As 
good nature is said by a great author *, to belong 
more particularly to the English than any other 
nation ; it may again be said, that it belonged more 
particohirly to the kite £arl of Dorset Utan to any 
other Englishman. 

A kind husband he was, without fondness ; and 
an indulgent father, vnthont partiality. 80 extra* 
ordinary good a master, that this quality ought 
indeed to have been numbered among bis defects; 
for he was often served worse than became his 
station, from his unwillingness to assume an au- 
thority too severe : and,- daring those little trans- 
ports of passion to which I just now said he was 
subject, I have known his servants get into his 
way, that they might make a merit of it imme- 
diately after ; for he that had the good Ibrtnno te 
be chid, was sore of being revrarded for it. 

* Sprat'i Histoo' of the R<qral Society. 
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His table was one of the last, that gave ns an ex- 
ample of the old housekeeping of an English no- 
bleman. A freedom reigned., at it which made 
every one of his gaesto think himself at home ; and 
an abundance, which shewed that the master's hoa* 
pitality extended to many more than tJiose who 
had the honour to sit at table with him.' 

In his dealings with others, his care and exaet- 
nessy that every mto should have his doe, was such, 
that yon woold think he had never seen a court : 
the politeness' and civility with which this justictt 
was administered^ woald convmce yon he never 
had lived ont ot one. 

He was so strict an observer of his word, that no 
considenition whatever coold make him break it f 
yet «o cautions, lest the merit of bis act should 
arise irom that obUgatiou only, that he usually did 
the greatest iavoars vrithout making any previous 
promise. So inviolable was he in his IHendship; 
and so kind to the character of those whom he had 
once honoured with a more intimate acquaintanccy 
that nothing less than a demonstration of some 
essential ianlt could make him break with them ; 
and then, too, his good nature did not consent to 
itvnthootthe greatest reluctance and difficulty. 
Let me give one instance of this amongst many* 
When, as Lord Chamberlain, he was obliged to 
take the King's pension from Mr. Dryden, (who 
bad bog before put himself ont of a possibility of 
receiving any favour from the .Court,) my Lord al- 
lowed him an equivalent out of his own estate. 
However displeased 'With the conduct of his old 
acquaintance, he relieved his necessities ; and wliilo 
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1m gate himliiB wmHmf m pnfal9»4a pnbliQ he 
cxteoMled and piticd liii enror. 

Tlie lbiukbtioa» iadced, of tbMt excelleat qva« 
MlMt, Md tlw {MifrctiQD of Mj LqmI l>9Cfers cba* 
neter, wi that wbomMitd eJuinty wlikb na 
thraDi^ Hm whole tenwr oC" Us life; Mid iwt as 
visibly predaminant-oyar tli» olbaf feenUica of bia 
aoal,aB sIm it aaid la do ift lw«?aD» alKiif liMr aiiter 



Cranvds of poor daily thrtwyd hia g«(M, ax* 
pactin g thanea tlieir hraad; aniiieifr 1(^11 iessaii* 
ad, by hk sanding tlia nott pnopM' oti^clii of bis 
boonty to apprenticesbips or boapitolsv Tha laqr 
and the siek» as ha aeoidealiaUy saw tiiaasy wave re- 
maved froas the street to the phyMan; aMnNny 
«f them Bot only restored ta heaHh* InU supplied 
with what aught endble them to veswne theic 
fermer caUiapy and make their fiitare life happy* 
The pnsoaer has often been released, by my Loin's 
paying the debt; aad the Goiideaiiie4 hu beea 
saved by his intareessioBwifth the SovereigB, wber< 
he thought the letter of te law to* i1gi<k To 
those whose eweoaistaBces warasiMb as Hiade then 
ashaBMd of their poverty, he knew b«w to besfow 
his BWDifioaBce witiioBt ofieoding their modei^ ; 
and, vBder th* boHob of freqaeat pi)eseBts» gMrf 
them what aaiauited lo a solMisteiice. Maiiy yet 
alive know this to be trae: tbengb be Iplil it to 
Boae,nor ever was omre nacasy thatt wben>a«»y inh 
flsentioaed it to him. 

We nay find amoog^ the Qfaafcs ««d lAtina, Ti' 
boUas aad OaHasytkanoblanMB that writ poetry; 
A«g«stas and Mawmas, the pankaqt^rtef le^n* 
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log; Aristides, tbe good citizen ; and Atticus^ the 
well-bred friend ; and bring them in aa examples 
of my Lord Dorset*^ wit, hte judgment, bis justice, 
and his civility : but for his charity, my Lord, we 
can scarce find a parallel in history itself. 

Titos was not more the deUeUe humam geturisy 
on this accoaiit, than my Lord Dorset was : and, 
withoat any exaggeration, that prince did not do 
-more good, in proportion, out of the reTenne of 
the Roman empire, than your father out of the in- 
come of a private estate. Let this, my Lord, re- 
main to you and yonr posterity a possession for 
ever ; to be imitated, and, if possible, to be ex- 
celled. 

As to my own particular, I scarce knew what 
-life was, sooner than I found myself obliged to his 
&vour ; nor have had reason to feel any sorrow so 
sensibly as that of his death : 

llle dies— qoem semper acerbum 

8emp<rr bouoratam (sic Di voluiatis) habebo. 

£neas could not reflect upon the loss of his own 
father with greater piety, my Lord, than I must 
recal the memory of yonr's : and when I think 
wbose son I am writing to, the least I promise my- 
self from yonr goodness is an uninterrupted con> 
tinnance of favour, and a friendship for life : to 
which, that I may with some justice entitle myself, 
I send yonr Lordship a Dedication, not filled with 
a long detail of your praises, but with my sincerest 
wishes that yon may deserve them : that yon may 
employ those extraordinary parts and abilities, 
with which Heaven has blessed you, to the hononi 
of yonr family, the benefit of yonr friends, and the 

VOL. I. c 
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good of your country: tbat all your mctian Buy 
be great, open, and noble, Mich as may tell the 
world whose son and whose soccessor you are. 

What I now offer to yonr Lordship is a CoUeo* 
tion of poetry, a kind of * Oarkmd of good-will.' 
If any yerses of my writing should appear in print 
under another name and patronage than that of 
an Earl of -Dorset, people might sospect them not 
to be genuine. I have attained my present end, if 
these Poems prove the diversion of some of yonr 
yonthful hours, as they have -been occasionally the 
amusement of some of mine ; and I humbly hope, 
that as I may hereafter bind up my fuller sheaf, 
and hiy some pieces of a very different nature (the 
product of my severer studies) at your Lordship's 
feet, I diall engage your more serious reflection : 
happy if, in all my endeavours, I may contribute 
to your delight, or to your mstruction. I am, with 
all doty and respect, 

My Lord, 

Your Lordship's most obedient, 

«nd most humble servant, 

MATTHEW PRIOR. 
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The greatest part of what I have written ba?iiig 
been already pablisbed, either siogly, or in some 
of the Mucellanies, it woold be too late for me to 
make any excoae for appearing in print. But a 
collection of poenu has lately appeared under my 
name, though without my knowledge, in which the 
publisher has given me the honour of some things 
that did not belong to me, and has transcribe 
others so imperfectly, that I hardly knew them to 
be mine. This has obliged me, in my own de- 
fence, to look back upon some of those lighter 
studies, which I ought long since to imve quitted ; 
and to publish an indifferent collection of poems^ 
for fear of being thought the author of a worse. 

Thus I beg pardon of the public for reprinting 
some pieces which, as they came singly from their 
first tmpcesfiion,have (I fancy) lain long and quietly 
in Mr. Tonson's shop ; and adding others to them 
wbich were never before printed, and might have 
lain as quietly, and perhaps more safely, in a comer 
of my own study. 

The reader will, I hope, make allowance for 
their having been written at very distant times, 
3iid on very different oc<imons, and take them as 
they happen to come : Mfblic Panegyrics^fmorous 
OdcM, serious Reflections^ or idle Tales; the pro- 
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duct of bis leisure hours, who had bnsioess enongb 
upon his hands, and was only a poet by accident. 

I own myself much obliged to Mrs. Singer', who 
has given me leave to print a pastoral of her writ- 
ing ; that poepi having prodfice^ the verses im- 
mediately following it.- I wish she might be pre- 
vailed with to publish somo^ other pieces of that 
kind, in which the softness of her sex, and the fine- 
ness of her genius, conspire to gifr^ Uqr ^ very.dis- 
tmguishipg character. 



POSTSCRIPT* 

I MUST help my Preface by a Postscript, to tell the 
readeir that there is ten years distance between my 
writing one and the other; and tli^t (wKaf^^ver I 
thought then, and have somewhere said, that I 
would publish no more poetry) he will find several 
topies of verses scattered through' Yfiis'editfcm, 
which were not printed in the iSrst. THose fel^tiiig 
to the public, stand in the order they did'befbt^ ; 
according to the several years in which they Were 
written, however the disposition of dtor'taat^onal 
aliairs, the actions or thefon^ini^ef'^oine m^b, 
and tlie opinions of othei^, Vhay haVe chabgett. 
Prose and other human thib^ Iteay'take wbat^tnrn 
they can ; but poetry, v#hkft pretends 1^ bmve 
something of divinity in it, is to be 'more ^^tina- 
sent. Odes once printed eannof well be klt^red, 
, when the author has already said that h^ ''expects 
,hb works should live for ever: and it had been 

• . ♦ V i • 

> Aflerwards the celebrated Mrs. Rowe. 
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vevy foolisli ill m^ IrieDd Horace if, some years 
al^r hi^ eji^ i^iSMitniaaumj he shoald have desired 
to s^e his bailding tkkett down again. 
^ TK^ Dedi(*ation, Kkewi^e, is reprinted to the 
SaVl dT ¥>orset', in the foregoing leaves, without 
aby lil^i^titttf*; though I bad the iairest opportu- 
ifityVtfh^ tAi tfti'origest inclination to have added a' 
S^r^t d^ to it. Thfe bfoomidg hopes which I said' 
the world expected' fVbni my* then very young pa- 
tron, have been confirmed by most noble and dis- 
tinguished first-lruita ; and his life is going on to- 
wards a plentiful harvest of all accumulated virtues. 
He has, in fact, exceeded whatever the fondness 
of my wishes could invent in his favour : his equally 
good and beautiful lady enjoys in him an indulgent 
and obliging husband ; his children a kind and 
carefhl father; and his acquaintance a faithful, 
generous, and polite friend. His fellow-peers have 
attended to the persuasion of his eloquence, and 
have been convinced by the solidity of his reason- 
ing. He has, long since, deserved and attained the 
honour of the Garter. He has managed some of 
the charges of the kingdom with known ability, and 
laid them down with entire disinterestment : and 
as he continues tlie exercises of these eminent vir- 
tues (which that he may to a very old age shall be 
my perpetual wish) he may be one of the greatest 
men that our age, or possibly our nation, has bred ; 
and leave materials for a panegyric not nnworthy 
the pen of some future Pliny. 

From so noble a subject as the Earl of Dorset, 
to so mean a one as myself, is (I confess) a very 
Pindaric transition : I shall only say one word, and 
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trouble the reader no farther. I poUished mjr^ 
Poems formerly, as Monsieur Jourdain sold his 
silk: he would not be thought a tradesman ; but 
ordered some pieces to be measured out to his 
particular friends. Now I give up my shop, and 
dispose of all my poetical goods at once ; I must 
therefore desire that the public would please to 
take them in the gross, and that every body would 
torn over what he does not like. 
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ON EXODUS III. 14'. 

* I AM THAT I AM/ 

Man! foolish man 1 

Scarce know'st thou how thyself began ; 

Scarce hast thou thonght enoagh to prove thon art| 

Yet, steeVd with studied boldness, thoo dar'st try 

To send thy doobting Reason'^ daaded eye 

Through the mysterious gulf of vast immensity: 

Much thou canst there discern, much thence impart* 

Vain wretch! suppress thy knowing pride ^ 

Mortify thy learned lust : 

Vain are thy thoughts, while thou thyself art dust. 

Let Wit her sails, her oars let Wisdom lend; 

The helm let politic Experience guide ; 

Yet cease to hope tliy short-liv d bark shall ride 

Down spreading Fate's unnavigable tide. 

What though stUi it farther tend. 

Still 'tis farther from its end, 

And, in the bosom of that boundless sea, 

Still finds its error lengthen with its way. 

1 Written in 19», as as cxcrcUs at St. J«lui*s coUes^ 
Cambridge. 
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With daring pride and insolent delight [crowned, 

Your doubts resoW'd yon boast, your labours 

And, ETPHKA ! your God, forsooth is found 

Incomprehensible and infinite : 

But is be therefore found? Vain searcher ! no : 

Let your imperfect de6oition show 

That nothing you, the weak detiner, know. 

Say, why should the collected main 

Itsetf within ^tself contain ? 

Why to its caverns sttodid it sbinetime^ creep. 

And with delighted ;si)enpe sleep . 

On the loy*d bosom of its parent deep? 

Why should its numerous waters stay, 

In comely discipUne and fair array. 

Till wuids and tides exert their high command? 

Then, prompt and ready to obey, 

Why do the rising surges spread 

Their opening ranks o'er earth's submissive head, • 

Marching through different paths to different liMuls ? 

Why does the constant snn^ 

With measured steps his raidiant jonmies run? 

Why does he order the dhimal hours ■ 

To leave earth's other part, and rise in ours ? 

Why does he Mrake the correspondent moon, * 

And fill her willing lamp with liquid light. 

Commanding her, with delegated powYs, 

To beautify the worid and bless the night? 

Why does each animated star 

Love the just limits of its proper sphere? 

Why does each consenting sign. 

With pnident harmony, combine 

In turns to move, and subsequent appear, - 

To gird the globe and regulate the year? 
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Man does with dangerous curiostty 
Tbea« uiifiitli«m'd«woad?r8 try : 
With fancied rules, and arbitrary lawi^ 
Matter and'nn>iidn4ie restrains, 
And studied lines and (letioiu circles drawsj ' 

Then, with ima^nVi'Sdli^reignty, 
Lord of his neW hypothesis he reigns. 
He reigns ! How lotig? till some usurper rise ! - 
And he, too, mig|j^ thoughtful, niigh^ wise, 
Studies new lines, and other circles feigns. * 
From this last toll again what knowledge flows? 
Just as nioch, perhaps, ite shows 
That all his predecessors' rules 
Wei-e empty cant, alljnrgon of the schools ^ 
That he on the* otierr ruin rears his throne. 
And shbwsJiis friends mistake^ and thenci confirm^ 
his own. • • •'• 

On earth, in air^ aiinidst the seas and skies, 
Mountainous heaps of wonders rise. 
Whose toweripg^s^i^gth will ne'er submit 
To Reason's battenes, or the mines of Wit : 
Yet still inquiring, stijl mistaking man, 
Each hour repnis'd, each hour dares onward press^ 
And, levelling at God his wandering guess, 
(That feeble engine of his reasoning war, 
Which guides his doubts and combats his despair) 
Laws to his Maker the leam'd wretch can give ; 
Can bound that nature, ^nd prescribe that will, 
Whose pregnant Word did either ocean fill ; 
Can tell ns whence all beings are, and how they 

move and live. 
Through either ocean, foolbh man I 
That pregnant Word sent forth again, 
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Might to a world extend each atom there ; [star. 
For every drop call forth a sea, a heaven for every 

Let cunning earth her froitful wonders hide. 

And only lift thy staggering reason np 

To trembling Calvary's astonished top ; 

Then mock thy knowledge, and confound thy pride. 

Explaining bow Perfection sofl^d pain. 

Almighty languish'd, and Eternal died ; 

How by her patient victor Death was slain, 

And earth profan'd, yet bless'd with Deicide. 

Then down with all thy boasted volomesy down; 

Only reserve the sacred one : 

Low, reverently low, 

Make thy stubborn knowledge bow ; 

Weep ont thy reason's and thy body's eyes ; 

Deject thyself that thou may'st rise ; 

To look to Heaven, be blind to all below. 

Then Esttb, for Reason's glimmering light, shall give 

Her immortal perspective. 

And Grace's presence Nature's loss retrieve: 

Then thy enliven'd soul shall see, 

That all the volumes of philosophy, 

IVith all their comments, never could invent 

So politic an instrument 

To reach the Heav'n of heavens, the high abode. 

Where Moses places his mysterious God, 

As was that ladder which old Jacob rear'd, 

When light dirine had human darkness dear'd. 

And his enlarg'd ideas found the road 

Which faith had dictated and angels trod. 
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tc*ta^iiO%*^ 



Wnius blooming yonth and gay dcfight 

Sit on tby rosy cheeks confess'd, 
Thon hast, my dear, undoubted right 

To triumph o'er thii destined breast 
My reason bends to what thy eyes ordain. 
For I was bom to love, and thou to reign. 

But would yon meanly thus rely 

On power you know I must obey ? 
Exert a legal tyranny, 

And do an ill because you may ? 
Still must I thee, as Atheists Heaven adore. 
Not see thy mercy, and yet dread thy pow'r? 

Take heed, my dear, youth flies apace 2 

As well as Cupid, Time is blind ; 
Soon must those glories of thy face 

The fiite of mlgar beauty find : 
The thousand Loves that arm thy potent eye, 
Mqst drop their quivers, flag their wings, and die. 

niett wilt thou sigh, when in each frown 

A hatdol wrinkle more appears; 
And putting peevish humours on, 

Seems but tlie sad effect of years: 
Kindness itself too weak a charm will prove. 
To nife the feeble fires of aged love. 
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Forc*d compliments, and formal bows. 
Will show tliee jost above neglect ; 

The heat with which thy lover glows. 
Will settle into cold respect.. 

A talking, dull, Platonic I shall tarn : 

Learn to be civil, when I cease to bum. 

Then shun the ill, and know, my dear, 
Kindness and constancy will prove 

The only pillars fit to bear 

So vast a weight as that of love : 

If thou canst wish to make my flames encfnre. 

Thine must be very fierce, and very pure. ' 

Haste, Celia, hastej while youth invites ; 

Obey kind Cupid's present voice ; 
Fill every sense with soft delights, 

And give thy soul a loose to joys : 
Let minioiis of repeated blisses prove, 
That thou all kindness art^ and I all love. 

Be mine, and only mine ; take care 

Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams, to gn?ife 
To me alone ; nor come so far 

As liking any youth beside : 
What men e'er court thee, fly them, and bielieve 
They're serpents all, and thou the tempted Eve. 

So shall T court thy dearest truth. 

When beauty ceases to engage ; 
So thmking on thy charming youth, * 

I'll love it e'er again in age : 
So Time itself our raptures shall improve, 
While still we wake to joy, and live to love. ' 
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While from our looks, fair Nympb, yoo gneai 
Tbe secret passions of oiir mind > ' 

My heavy eyes, you say, confess 
A heart to love and grief inclin'd. 

There needs, alas ! but little art 

To have this fatal secret found ; 
With tbe same ease you threw the dart, 

'Tis certain you may show the wound. 

How can I see yon and not love, "* 

While you, as opening East, are fairt* 

While cold, as northern blasts, yon prtfV^^ 
How can I love and not despair? 

The wretch in double fetters bound 

Your potent mercy may release : 
Soon, if my love but once were crowned, 

Fair Prophetess, my grief would ceaM. 



TO A LADY, 



SHE REFUSING TQ CONTINUE A DISPUTE WITH MKf 
AND LEAVING ME IN THE ARGUJilrBMT. ' * 

Spare, generous Victor, spare the slave' 

Who did unequal war pursue, 
Tliat more than triumph he might have. 

In being overcome by you. 
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In the dupnte, wbate'er I said 
My heart was by my tongue belied. 

And in my looks yon might have read 
How much I argued on yoor side. 

Yon, far from danger as firom fear. 
Might have snstain'd an open fight ; 

For seldom your opinions err ; 
Your eyes are always in the right. 

Why, iair-one, would yon not rely 
On Reasonli force with Beauty's joio'd? 

Could I their prevalence deny, 
I must at once be deaf and blind. 

Alas! not hoping to subdue, 

I only to the fight aspir'd : 
To keep the beauteous foe in view 

Was all the glory I desir'd. 

But she, howe'er of victory snre, 
Contemns the wreath too long dehy'd. 

And, arm'd with more immediate pow'r. 
Calls cruel silence to her aid. 

Deeper to wound, she shuns the fight; 

She drops her arms, to gain the field; 
Secures her conquest by her flight, 

And triumphs, when she seems to yield. 

So when the Parthian tum*d his^teed. 
And from the hostile camp withdrew. 

With cruel skill the backward reed 
Ae sent ; and, as he fled, be slew. 
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Thi merchant, to secure bis treasure, 
Conveys it in a borrowed name ; 

EopheUa serves to grace my measurei 
But Chloe is my real flame. 

My softest verse, my darling lyre. 
Upon Bophetia's toilet lay, 
f Whim Chloe noted her desire * 
k nmt I shoold sing, that I should play. 

My lyre I tmie, my voice I raise. 
Bat vrith my numbers mix my sighs ; 

And whilst I sing Euphelia's praise, 
I fix my soul on Chloe's eyes. 

Fair Chloe blush'd ; Eup^Iia froMii'd : 
I sung and gaz'd; I pUiy'd and trembled: 

And Venus, to the Loves around, 
Remark'd how ill we all dissembled. 
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PRESENTED TO TH$ KING, , 

ON HIS MAJESTY'S ARRIVAL IN HOLLAND, AFTER 
THE queen's death, 1695. 



Qaii rtesiderio sit pudor, ant modus 
Tam call capftis ? pnecipe Ingabres 
Canlus, Melpomeue. 



At Mary's tomb Csad, sacred place !) 
The Virtues shall their vigils keep ; 

And every Muse, and every Grace, 
Id solemn state shall ever weep. 

The filtafe pious, mournful fair, 
Oft as the rolling years return, 

With fragrant wreaths and flowing hair, 
Shall visit her dbtingoish'd urn. 

For her the wise and great shall mourn, 
When late records her deeds repeat; 

Ages to come, and men unborn, 
Shall bless her name and sigh her fate. 

Fair Albion shall, with faithful trust. 
Her holy Queen's sad relics guard. 

Till Heav'n awakes the precious dust. 
And gives the saint her full reward. 



,d by Google 



ODS8. 37 

Bat let the King dismiss his woes, 

Reflecting on his fair renown , 
And take the cypress from his brows, 

To pat his wonted laurels on. 

If, pressed by grief» oar Monarch stoops, 

In vain the British Lion's roar : 
If he^ whose hand sustained them, droops. 

The Belgic darts will wound no more. 
Embattled p^ces wait the chief 

Whose volcd should rule, whose arm should lead ; 
And, in kind' murmurs, chide that grief 
^ Which hinders Europe being freed. 
The great example they demand, 

Who still to conquest led the way^ 
Wishing; him present to command. 

As they stand ready to obey. 

They seek that joy which us*d toglow 

Expanded on the hero's face. 
When tb^ thick squadrons press'd the foe. 

And WiUiam led the glorious chase. 

To give the moorning nations joy. 

Restore them thy aospieious light : 
Great Snn ! with radiant beams destroy 

Those clouds which keep thee from^^ur sight. 
Let thy sublime meridian course 

For Mary's setting rays atone ; 
Oar lustre, with redoubled force, 

Must now proceed from tliee alone. 

See, pious King ! with different strife 
They struggling Albion's bosom torn : 

So much she fears for William's life. 
That Mary's £ite she dare not monm^ 

VOli. I. . » . 
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Her bennty, in thy softer iMlf 

Baried and lost, she ought to grier*) 

Bot let her strength in thee be safe ; 
And let her weep, bat let her Uve. 

Thou, guardian Angel! save the land 
From thy own grief, her fiercest foe, 

Left Britain, rescued by thy hand} 
Should bend and sink beneath thy woev 

Her former triumphs all are Tain, .* 

Unless new trophies still be soujs^ht, ' 
And hoary majesty sustain 

The battles which thy youth haif fought. 
Where now is all that fearful love . 

Which made her hate the war's alarm&9 
That soft excess with which she strove 

To keep her hero iu her arms? 

While still she chid the coming sprmg, 
Which caird him o*er bis subject seas ; 

While for the safety of the King, 
She wish'd the Victor's glory less. 

'Tis chang'd ; 'tis gene : sad Britain now 
Hastens her lord to foreign wars : 

Happy if toils may break his woe. 
Or dangers may divert his cares. 

In nuirtial din she drowns her sighs, 
Lest he the rising grief should bear; 

She pulls her helmet o'er her eyes, 
Lest he should see the falling tear. 

Go, mighty Piince ! let France be taught 
How constant minds by grief are tried; 

How great the land that wept and fought, 
When William led, and Mary died ! 
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Fierce in the battle make it known, 
Where Death with all his darts is seen, 

That he can tonch thy heart with none 
Bnt that which struck the beaoteons Qneen. 

Belgia mdulg'd her open grief, 
While yet her master was not near ; 

With sullen pride refin'd relief. 
And sat obdurate in despair. 

As waters from her shiices, 6ow'd 

Unbounded sorrow from her eyes ; 
To earth her bended front she bow*d, 

And sent her wailingB to the skies: 

But when her anxious lord retum'd, 
Rais*d is her head, her eyes are dried ; 

She smiles as William ne*er had moum*d ; 
She looks as Mary ne*er had died. 

That freedom which all sorrows claim. 

She does for thy content resign ; 
Her piety itself would bhime. 

If her regrets should waken thine. 

To cure tliy woe she shows thy fame, 
Lest the great mourner should forget 

That all the race whence Orange came, 
Made Virtue triumph over Fate. 

William, his country's cause could tight, 
And with his blood her fi^edom seal ; 

Maurice and Henry guard that right 
For wliich their pious parents fell. 

How heroes rise, how patriots set. 

Thy father's bloom and death may tell: 

Excelling others these were great; 
Thou, greater still, must these excel. 

Digitized by V^OOgie 



40 ODB». 

The last iiiir instance thou mast give 
Whence Nassan's virtue can be tried, 

And show the world that thoa canst live 
Intrepid, as thy consort died. 

Thy virtue, whose resistless force 

No dire event could ever stay. 
Must carry on it» destin'd course, 

Though Death and Envy stop the way. 

For Britain's sake, for Belgians, live ; 

Pierc'd by their grief forget thy own ; 
New toils endure, new conquest give, 

And bring them ease, though thou hast none. 

Vanquish again, though she be gone 
Whose garland crown'd the victor's hair ; 

And reign, though she has left the tlirone 
Who made thy glory worth thy care. 

Fair Britain never yet before 

Breath'd to her kuig an useless pray'r ; 
Fond Belgia never did implore, 

While William turned averse his ear. 

But should the weeping hero now 

Relentless to their wishes prove ; 
Should he recal, vrith pleasing woe. 

The object of his grief and love ; 

Her face with thousand beauties blessed. 
Her mind with thousand virtues stor'd. 

Her power with boundless joy confe8s*d» 
Her person only not ador'd : . 

Yet ought his sorrow to be check 'd; 

Yet ought his passions to abate ; 
If the great mourner won'd reflect. 

Her glory in her death complete. 
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She.vas instracted to commaiicl, 
Great King! by long obeying thee; 

Her sceptre, gaided by thy hand, 
Preserv'd the isles, and ral'd the sea. 

But, oh ! 'twas little that her life 
O'er earth and water bears thy fame ; 

In death 'twas worthy William's wife 
Amidst the stars to fix his name. 

Beyond where matter moves, ot place 
Receives its forms, thy virtues roll } 

From Mary's glory angels trace 
The beauty of her partner's soul. 

Wise Fate, which does its heaven decree 
To heroes, when they yield their breathy. 

Hastens thy triumph : half of thee 
Is deified before thy death. 

Alone to thy renown 'tis giv'n 

Unbounded through all worlds to go ; 
While she, great saint, rejoices Heav'n, 
. And thou sustain'st the orb below. 



TO MR. HUGH HOWARp, 
i:he painter '. 

Dear Howard, fi-ora the soft assaults of love 
Poets and painters never are secure ; 

Can I, nntouch'd, the fair-ones' passions move. 
Or thou draw beauty, and not feel its pow'r? 

* This artist is better known by tbese beautiful Yerses 
Csaid Lord Orford) tbao by his own works. He was the sob 
vf Ralph Howard. M.D. anfl was bora at Dublin in 1675, and 
died io London, March 7, 1737. Anted, of Painting. 

Digitized by V^OOgie 



4S ODBt* 

To great Apelles wlicii young Ammoa brought 
The dariiog idol of 'his capti?e heart. 

And the pleas'd nymph, with kind attention, sat 
To have her charms recorded by his art ; 

The amorous master own*d her potent ejres, 
Sigh*d when he looked, and trembled as he drew ; 

£ach flowing line confirmed his first surprise,^ 
An4 as the piece advanced, the passion grew. 

While Philip's son, while Venus* son, was near. 
What different tortares does his bosom feel ? 

Great was the rival, and the god severe ; 
Nor could he hide his flame, nor durst reveaL 

The prince, renown'd in boonty as in arms, • 
With pity saw the ill-conceal'd distress ; 

Quitted his title to Gampaspe's charms. 
And gave the fair-one to the friend's embrace* 

Thus the more beauteous CUoe sat to thee, 
Good Howard, emulous of the Grecian art; 

But happy thou, firom Cupid's arrow free. 
And flames, that pierc'd thy predecessor's heart* 

Had thy poor breast receiv'd an equal paui^ 
Had I been vested with the monarch's pow'r. 

Thou must have sigfa'd, unlucky youth, in yain. 
Nor from my bounty hadst thou found a cnre. 

Though, to convince thee that the friend did feel 
A kind concern for thy iQ-fated care ; 

I would have sooth'd the flame I could not heal, 
Giv'n thee the world, though I withheld the fl^r. 
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INSCRIBED to THE MtMOftY 0» 

THE HON. COLONEL GEORGE VILLt^W^ 

DROWNED III THE RIVER PIAVA^ 

In tht country <ff FriuU, nos. 

IK IMITATIOV or BORACB, UB. I« ODB 28* 



Te maris et feme snincroqae CBrent^ araui 
MeoBorera cobibcut, Arciiyla, dec 



Sa.t, dearest Viltien, poor departed frieodk 
(Since fleetuig life thas suddenly must end) 
Say, what did all thy busy hopes avail, 
That anxious thou irom pole to pole didst saHy 
Ere on thy cliin the springing beard began 
To spread a donbtfal down, and promise man f 
What protited thy thoughts, and toils, and cares^ 
In vigour more con6rm'd, and riper years? 
To wake ere morning-dawn to loud alarms. 
And march till close of night in heavy arms ; 
To scorn the summer's suns and winter's snows^ 
And searrl^ through every cUme, thy country's fees^ 
That thou might'st Fortune to thy side engage. 
That gentle Peace might quell Bellona's rage, 
And Anna's bounty crown her soldier's hoary age ? 
In vain we think that free-will'd man has pow'r 
To hasten or protract the* appointed hour : 
Our term of life depends not on our deed : 
Before our birth our funeral was decreed. 



e, J; 



D,oit„odb,VjOOglC 



#4 ODES. 

Nor awed by foresight, nor misled by chance, ^ 

Imperious Death directs his ebon lance, ' f 

Peoples great Henry's tombs, and leads np Hoi- &" 

beki's dance. J 

Alike must ev*ry stftte, and ev'ry ^e» 
Sustain the universal tyrant's rage ; 
For neither William's powV nor Mary's charms 
Could or repel or pacify his arms. 
Young Churchill ' fell as life began to bloom, 
And Bradford's ' trembling age expects the torabb 
Wisdom and Eloquence in vain would plead 
One moment's* respite for the learned head ; 
Judges of writings and of men have died ; 
Mecaenas, Sackville, Socrates, and Hyde ; 
And, in their various turns, their sons must tread 
'Iliose gloomy joumies which their sires have led. 

The ancient sage, who did so long maintain 
That bodies die but souls return again, 
With all the births and deaths he had in store, 
Went out Pythagoras, and came no more. 
And modern AsgylP, whose capricious thought 
Is yet with stores of wilder notions fraught. 
Too soon convinc'd, shall yield that fleeting breath 
Which play'd so idly with the-darts of DeatI). 

Some from the stranded vessel force their way ; 
Fearful of fate, they meet it in the sea : 
Some, who escape the iiiry of the wave, 
Sicken on earth, and sink mto a grave. 



1 The only son of John Duke of Mailboroogh, who died 
i}i nue, aged t6. 

« Francis Newport, Earl of Bradford, died Sept. 19, 1703. 

s John Asgyll, Esq. a lawyer of some eminence, and M. P. 
for Bramber iu Sussex. He died Nov. 10, 1T38, iu the 
K lag's Bench. 
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In joarneys or at home, ia war or peace ; 
By hardships many, many lall by ease. 
Each changing season ^loes its poison bring, 
Rheoms chiU the winter, agues blast the spring: 
Wet, dry, cold, hot, at the.appointed hour, 
A]I act subservient to the tyrant's pow'r ; 
And when obedient Nature luiows his wiU, 
A fly, a grape^tone, or a hair, can kill. 
For restless Proserpine for ever treads, 
In paths unseen, o'er our devoted heads. 
And on the spacious land and liquid main 
Spreads slow disease, or darts afflictive pain : 
Variety of deaths confirms her endless reign. 

On curs'd Piava's banks the goddess stood, 
Show'd her dire warrant to the rising fiood, 
When what I long mast love, and long must moam. 
With fatal speed was urging his return. 
Id his dear country to disperse his care, 
And arm himself by rest for future war ; 
To chide his anxious friends' officious fears^ 
And promise to their joys his elder years. 

Oh! destin'd head ; and, oh! severe decree. 
Nor native country thou, nor friend, shalt see ; 
Nor war hast thou to wage, nor year to come, 
Impending death is thine, and instant doom. 

Hark 1 the imperious goddess is obey'd ; 
Winds murmur, snows descend, and waters spread : 
Oh ! kinsman, friend—* Oh ! vain are all the criea 
Of himian voice, (strong Destiny replies :) 
Weep yon on earth, for he shall sleep below ; 
Thence none return, and tluther all must go.' 

Whoe'er thou art, whom choice or business leads 
To this sad river, or the neighboniing meads, 
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If thou may'st leppen on the dreaiy dioni 
To fiod the object which this vene deplores ; 
Cleanse the psde coipse, with a religioiu haod^ 
From the pollnting weed and common jand : 
Lay the.dead hero grac^ fill in a grave, 
(The only honoAr he can now receive) 
And firagniBt monld npon his body throw, 1 

And plant the warrior laurel o*er liis brow; ^ 
LifKht lie the earth, and flourish green the bough* ) 

So may just Heaven secure thy jfhtore life 
From foreign dangers and domestic strife ; 
And when the* infernal Judge's dismal pow'r 
From the'dariL nm shall throw thy destined hour; 
*When, yielding to the sentence, breathless thou. 
And pal^y Shalt lie, as what thou buriest now, 
]^y some kind friend the piteoof object see. 
And equal rites perform to that which once .wai 
thee. 
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■WMBIYimCEIBIO 

TOTHE QVEEN, 

OHTHB 
6I4>lUOUS SUCCESS OF BER MAJESTY'S ARMS> 17 Od. 

warmN iv imitation op spsKSEft's stvlb, 

PREFACE. 

When I first thoagfat of writing apoo this occasipiii 
I found the ideas so great and naineroas, that I 
jadged them more proper for the warmth of aa 
Ode, ttian for any other sort of poetry : I tliere- 
fore set Horace Wore me for a pattern, and par^^ 
ticularly his fiunoos ode, the foarth of the foarth 
Book, 

Qaalem miDistrum falminls alitem, &c. 
which he wrote in praise of Dmsos after his expe* 
didoii- into Germany, and of Augustus upon his 
happy choice.ojf that general. And in the follow* 
mg poem, though I have endeavoured to imitate 
all the great strokes of that ode, I have taken the: 
liberty to go off from it, and to add variously, as 
the subject apd my own imagination carried me« 
As to the style^the choice I made of following the 
ode in Latin, determined me m English to the 
stanza ; and herein it was impossible not to have 
a mind to follow our great countryman Spenser; 
which 1 have done (as well, at least, as I could) in 
the manner (Sf my depression and the turn of vaf 
aomberi baving.ooly sidded one verse to his stansa. 

Digitized by V^OOgie 



4S eoyt. 

which I thought made the number more faarmoni- 
O08, and avoided such of bis words as T found too 
obsolete. I have, however, retained some few of 
them, to mal(e the colouring look more like Spen- 
ser's. Behest, command ; band, army ; prowess, 
strength ; I weet, I know; I ween, I think ; whilom, 
heretofore; and two or three more of that kind, 
which I hope the ladies will pardon me, and not 
judge my muse less handsome, thougti for once she 
appeal's in a farthingale. I have also, in 8penser*s 
manner, used Caesar, for the Emperor ; Boya, for 
Bavaria ; Bavar, for that prince ; Ister for Danube ; 
Iberia, for Spain, &c. 

That noble part of the ode wliich I just now 
mentioned. 

Gens qa» cremato fortis ab THo, 
JaciHta Tuscis «qaoribu«, dec. 

where Horace praises the Romans, as being de- 
scended from £neas ; I have turned to tlie honour 
of the British nation, descended from Brute, like- 
wise a Trojan* Ttiat this Bnite, fonrth or lif^b 
from yEneas, settled in England, and built Lon- 
don, which he called Troja Nova, or Troyoovante, 
IS a story which (I think) owes its original if not 
to Geoffry of Monmouth, at least to the Monkish 
writers, yet is not rejected by our great Camden, 
and is told by Milton, as if (at least) he was pleased 
with it, though possibly he does not beliere it ; 
however, it carries a poetical authority, which is 
sufficient for our purpose. It is as certain that 
Brute came into England as that Mneta went into 
Italy; and upon tlie supposition of these fiicts, 
Virgil wrote the best poem that the world ever 
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ready and Spenser paid Queen Efiiabetfa the great- 
est compliment. 

I need not obviate one piece of criticinny that I 
bring my hero 

Fr«>in baniing Troy, anil Xanthos red with blood : 
wbercas he was not bom when that city was de- 
stroyed. Virgil, in the case of his own ^eas, re- 
lating to Dido, win stand as a sufficient proof tliat 
a man, in bis poetical capacity, is not accountable 
for a little ianlt in chronology. 

My two great examples, Horace and Spenser, in 
many things resemble each other: both have a 
height of imagination, and a majesty of expression 
io describing the snblime ; and both know to tem- 
per those talents, and sweeten the description, so 
as to make it lovely as well as pompous ; botli have 
equally that agreeable manner of mixing morality 
with their story, and that curioaa feliciias in the 
choice of their diction which every writer aims at, 
and so very few have reached : both are particop 
larly fine in their images, and knowing in their 
numbers. Leaving, therefore, our two masters to 
the consideration and study of those who design to 
excel in poetry, I only beg leave to add« that it is 
long since I have (or at least ouglit to have) quitted 
Parnassus, and all the flowery roads on that side 
the country ; thougii I thought myself indispen- 
sably obliged, npon the present oocasion» to take a 
little journey into those parts. 
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HUlCBtr msoiiBSD 
TO THE QUEEN. 



Te non parentis funerai Gallia^, 

Diirae(|iie teUus audit Iberiae : 

Te caede gaadentes SicaiBj>ri 

Coinpositis veneraatnr aroiis. HOR. 



When great Aagmtiu gotern'd ancient Rome, 
And sent his cooqaering bandtf to foreign wara ; 
Abroad when dreaded, and belov'd at home^ 
He saw his fame iucreasiog with bis years ; 
Horace, great bard (so Fate -ordain- d> arose^ 
And bold as were hb countrymen in iigbt, . 
Soatch'd their fair actions from degrading proae^ 
And set their battles in eternal light: 
High as their trumpets' tune his lyre he strung. 
And with his prince's arms he moralized liis song. 

When bright Eliza ruFd Britannia's state, 
Widely distributing her high commands. 
And boldly wise, and fortunately great, 
Freed the glad nations from tyratinic bands; 
An equal genius was in Spenser found ; 
To the high theme he raatch'd his noble lays ; 
He travell'd England o*er on fairy ground, 
In mystic notes to sing his monarch's praise : 
Reciting wondrous truths in pleasing dreams. 
He deck'd Eliza's head with Gloriana's beams. 
But, greatest Anna ! while thy arms pursue 
Paths of renown, and climb ascents of fame^ 
Which nor Augustus nor Eliza knew, 
What poet shall be found to sing thy name? 
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What DDmben shall record^ what tongne shall lay 
Thy wan on land, thy trinmphs on the main? 
O ftirest model of imperial sway ! 
What eqoal pen shall write thy wondrous reign? 
Who shall attempts and feats of arms rehearse. 
Not yet by story told, nor paraliel'd by verse? 

Me all too mean for snch a task I weet; 

Yet if the soYoreign lady deigns to smile, 

I'll follow Horace with impetnoos heat. 

And clothe the verse in Spenser*s native style. 

By these examples rightly tanght to sing, 

And smit with pleasure of my country's praise, 

Stretching the plumes of an uncommon wing, 

High as Olympus I my flight will raise ; 

And latest times shall in my numbers read [deed. 

Anna's immortal fiime, and Marlborough's hardy 

As the strong eagle in the silent wood, 

Mindless of wariike rage and hostile care, 

Plays round the rocky cliff or crystal flood, 

Till by Jove's high behests call'd out to war; 

And chaig'd with thunder of his angry kingy 

His bosom with the vengeful message glows ; 

Upward the noble bird directs his wing, 

And lowering round his master's earth-bom foes, 

8wift he collects his fatal stock of ire, 

lifb his fierce talon high, and darts the forked fire. 

Sedate and calm, thus victor Mariborough sate, 
Shaded with laurels, in his native land. 
Till Anna calls him fVom his soft retreat, ^ 

And gives her second thunder to his hand : 
Then leaving sweet repose and gentle ease. 
With ardent speed he seeks tlie distant foe ; 
Marching o'er hills and dales, o'er rocks and seas. 
He melditates; and strikes the wondrous bl6w. 
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Our thought flies slower than our Cieiienl's fiune; 
Grasfto he the bolt ? (we ask) when he has htu-rd 
the flame. 

When fierce Bavar on Jadoign*s spaciom plain 
Did from afar the British chief behold, 
Betwixt despair, and rage, and hope, and pain. 
Something within his warring bosom roU'd : 
He views that fkYourite of indnlgent Fame, 
Whom whiloffl he had met on Ister's shore ; 
Too wen, alas I the man he knows the same 
Whose prowess there repdl'd the Boyan pow'r. 
And sent them trembling through the flighted lauds, 
Swift as the whirlwind drives Arabia's scatter'd 

sands. . 
His former losses he forgets to grieve ; 
Absolves his fate if, with a kinder ray, I 

It now would shine, and only give him leave 
To bahmce the acconnt of Blenheim's day : 
So the fell lion in the lonely glade. 
His side still smarting with tlie honter's.spear^ 
Thoogh deeply woonded, no way yet dismay'd^ 
Roars terrible, and meditates new war ; 
In snllen fury traverses the plain. 
To find the venturous foe, and battle bus agaukT 

Misguided prince, no longer nrge tliy ^te. 
Nor tempt the hero to unequal war ; 
Fam'd in misfortune, and in ruin greats 
Confess the force of Marlborough's stronger staff. 
lliose laurel groves (t^e merits of thy youth) 
Which thou firom Mahomet ' didst greatly gaia; 

1 The Elector of Bavaria had rormerljr aoqnfred great 
reputation by the saccess of his arms amltist the Turks, 
fwrttcalarly in compellliif them !• raise the Siege of VicK^ 
■s,ialOas. 
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While, hM alieHor of retiatleas tiiitti, 
Thy swdrd did godlike Liberty nuDtain ; 
Most from tdjr brow their fiUling hoaottn shed* 
And thdr traoispbinted wreathf mutt deck a 
worthier head. 

Yet cease the ways of Providence to blame^ 
And haman iaolts with haman grief confess ; 
'Us tboo art cbaog'd, while Heavep is still the same ; 
FVom thy ill councils date thy ill success : 
Iin|Nutial Justice liolds her equal scales, 
HU stronger Virtue does the weight incline ; 
If over thee thy glorious foe prevails, 
He now defends the cause that once was thine. 
Righteous the war, the champion shall subdue, 
For Joive's grea^ handmaid, Power> must Jove'g 
decrees pursue. 

Hark ! the dire trumpets sound their shrill alarms ! 
Anvenfoerqne \ bianch'd from the renown'd Nas- 
Hoary tn war, and bent bcn^th his arms, [saiisy 
His glorioos sword with dauntless courage draws. 
When anxions Britain monm'd her parting lord. 
And all of William that was mortal died. 
The faithful hero had received this sword 
From his expiring master^ m^h-lov'd side : 
Oft from ha fatal Ire has Looii flown, [mo. 

Wliere*er great William led, or Maese and Sambre 

B«l lirandish*d bigb> in an ill-omen*d hour 
To thee, proud .Gaul, behold thy justest fear. 
The master-sword, disposer of thy power : 
Til that which Caesar gave the British peer. 

• Moaticar Aaveraaeroae, la l*rt)4, was appointed M tbe 
coBiiHuid of ibe Bulbil loR«s, and had bt^i la grtat &vou« 

VOL. I. ' ' K 
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He took the gift : ' Nor ever wUI I theath 
lliis steel, so Anna's hig^ behests ordain, 
(The General said) unless by glorioos death 
Absolv'd, tilt conquest Ins confirmed yoar reign.* 
Returns like diese our mistress bids us make, 
When from a foreign prince a gift her Britons take. 

And now fierce Gallia rushes on her foes, 
Her force augmented by the Boyau bands ; 
So Volga's stream, increas'd by mountain snows. 
Rolls with new fury down through Russia's lands, 
like two great rocks against the raging tide 
(If Virtue's force with Nature's we compare) 
UnnioT'd tlie two united chiefs abide, 
Sustain the impulse, and receive the war : 
Round their firm sides in vain the tempest beats. 
And still the foaming w»ve with lessen'd power re- 
treats. 

The rage dispers'd, the glorious pair advance, 
^th mingled anger and collected might. 
To turn the war, and tell aggressmg France 
How Britain's sons and Britain's fiiends can fight. 
On conquest fix'd, and covetous of fiime. 
Behold them rusliing through the Gallic host : 
Through standing com so runs the sudden fiame, 
Or eastern winds along Sicilia's coast. 
They deal their terrors to the adverse nation : 
Pale Death attends theh* arms, and ghastly Deso- 
lation. 

But while with fiercest ire Bellona glows. 
And Europe rather hopes than fears her fate; 
While Britain presses her afflicted foes, 
What horror damps the strong^ and qaella the great P 
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Whence Iw»kthe widien' cheek. diMnaydaiid n«u, 
a,t ever dreadfhl, k,H,w they dow^K**^' 
The ho.We troops I ^^ ^^^ » J^? 
And the ponmers only ,,ot recede, ' 

Atasl their lewen-d rage prochinw their grief t 
For ««.o^ol they cwd «ouad ^Klh^ 

ilt*^.*^' '^'*'' **"»^ the fierce Bar,,. 
Let BoyaH trumpet gratefnl IS'. wnnT ' 

I saw h.m fiUI, their thnnderbolt 7Z;.^ 
Ever to Vengewice sacred be the grZd- 
Vmn^! Aortjoy! UKsheromS^tetd- 
In greater glory and with foller Kgh™ ^ 
Tlie evening star so foil, toto theiai'n. 
To me at mora more prevalently bright • 

Agood man's gnevo.i.lo.,,,fiUthfal«^t died, 
ftoiritious Mars- the battle is reeain'd • 

n-eedom mns? Hv;. wd 3 f^t'""^"'''.; 
V«„ now the taleswhi-ch fete::;?.';?* ^''"'• 

;^?^»r:?.'reCSr£r'°--"' 

Again France flies, again the Dn^Jr 

AndonRami.,U.spi;^L'Kh"tSr;enews 

G^ttha.,ks,0 Captain great in arms! recede 
From thy tnumphant countiy'. p„bhc voteT 
Thy c„„„e,y g^ter th.nksTan'^nly give ' 
To Anne, to her who made those ar^mTbl choice. 

while taU Grace wyiScd. '^ " ""* '*"'"'" ■""■"». 
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Secordiog SclieUepb^ii;^ ^ anil Qlepb^^ ^dlt 
'e dreaded lest tbp» ^hotildst ttkotfi toils rppefit| 
We viewed the palace charg'd vrith O^lic spoiUf 
And Id those spoils we thought thy praise comlet^ ; 
t'or never Greek ^e deeraM, por Kpioaq knighti 
In characters like tbeae did e'er his acts Incite* 
Vet, mindless still of ease, thy Tirtae fliu 
A pitch, to old and modem times aqkiv>w|| 2 
Hiose goodly deeds, Which we ^q highly pnzf^ 
Imperfect 9eefn| great Chief, t<| thee alone, [staidi 
Those heigl|t8| where Wiliiain's virtne. iqight liaye 
And on the sulgect world looked safely d0wil> 
By Marlborop^h pass'd* the prpps and steps y^e^ 
Sablimer yet to raise \ai Queen's renfi^Q: imifih 
Still gaining more^ still sligl^tipg what he gain'^y 
Nought done the hero deem'd while aqgltt imdooe 
remained. 

When swift-wing'd RoiinoQr told the mighty^ ^0 
How lessen*d from the field Bavar was %d ; 
He wept the swiftness of t^e c|iainpicin's ^1 
And thus the royal treaty-breaker said : 
And lives he yet, the great, tlje lost Bavar* 
Ruin to Gallia in tl«e name of iriend ? 
Tell me how far has Fortune beep severe? 
Has the foe's glory, or our grief, an end? 
Remams there^ of the fijfiy tliousatid lost, [^sovst? 
To save our threaten'd realm, or guard ootsliiitter'd 

To the close rock th^ frighted raven fliesy 
Soon as the rising eagle puts the air ; 
The shaggy wolf nns^eq and trembUng lies. 
When the hoarse roar proclaims thie lion neaf* 

« At8chellen|»ergtbeDnlH:ofMarlboron|b|ataiedacoBh 
^If te victory over l $qqo Bavartaai. 
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nUtah^a difl ir^ bur ftrts kbA tiii^ fbhnkci. 
To dare onr British ^tei ib opeh fl^t ; 
Oar conqaest we By sthiiii^m sivDuM liiiike; 
Oar triomph had been founded in od^ flight. 
Tia oars by craft and bjr sarplise to g^n ; 
'tis theirs to meet in arms, aild battle iri vtt^ plain. 

Hie aneient Ather of this hostile brood, 
Their boasted Bmte, ondaanted snateii'd bis gods 
From boming Th>y, and Xanthns red with blood. 
And fiz'd on silver ThaoMS his dire abodes; 
* And this be Troynovant, (he said) the seat 
By Heftvli ordain'd, my soilSf your lasting plaee \ 
Superior here to all the bolts of Fate 
live^ mindlnl of the author of yOur raee^ 
Wh(nnneitherGreeee,norwary nor want,- nor flanM!, 
Nor great Peleides* arm, nor Jnoo's rage oould tame* 

Their Todors henoe^ and Stnart's ofispriog flow; 
Hence Edward, dreadful with his sable sliield^ 
Talbot, to Oallta's power eternal foe, 
And S^rmonri flira*d in conneil or in field } 
Hence Nevil, great to settle or dethrone^ 
And Drake, and Ca'adish, terrors of the sea; 
Hence Butler's sons, o'er land and ocean known, 
Herbert's and Cliorehill'a warring progeny ; 
Hence the long roll winch OalKa should conceal, 
For, oh ! wiio, Tanquisb'd, loves the victor's fame 
to tell? 

Envied Bifthhfiiii, %tat&y ^ the oak 
VnSuSk on her mbuUfain-fop sbd pi^udly beilrii, 
Eludes the axe, and sphmts against ih^ stroke, 
Strong from her trouuds, and gfeitter by her wars) 
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And as those teeth which Cadmes sow*d In earth 

Proddc'd Dew yoath, and famish'd fresh supplies; 

So with yonng vigoor, and succeeding birth. 

Her losses more than recompensed arise, 

And every age she. with a race is crown'd 

For letters more polite, in battles more renown'd. 

Obstinate power, whom nothing can repel, 
Not the fierce Saxon nor the cmel Dane, 
Nor deep impression of the Norman steel. 
Nor Europe's force amass'd by envions Spam, 
Nor France on universal sway intent, 
Oft breaking leagues, and oft renewing wars. 
Nor (frequent bane of weaken'd government) 
Their own intestine feuds and mutual jars ; 
Those feuds and jars, in which I trusted more 
Ulan in my troops, «nd fleets, and all the GalKc 
pow'r. 

To fruitful Rheims' or iair Lntetia's gate * 
What tidings shall the messenger convey? 
Shall the loud herald our success relate. 
Or mitred priest appoint the solemn day? 
Alas ! my praises they no more must sing ; 
They to my statue now must bow no more : 
Broken, repuls'd, is their immortal kmg : 
Fallen, hAVn for ever is the Gallic pow*r— 
The Woman-chief is master of the war: 
Earth she has freed by arms, and vanquished Hea- 
• ven by pray'r. 

While thus the ruin'd foe's despair commends 
Thy council and thy deed victorious Queen, 
What shall thy subjects say, and what thy fViends : 
How shall thy triumphs in our joy be seen? 
« The gate of Paris. 
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Oh! deign to let the eldest of the Nine 

Recite. BhtaoDia great, and Gallia free ; 

Ob ! with her &iftter Sculpture let her join 

To raise, great Anoe, the nionnment to thee. 

To thee, of all oor good the ucred spring ; 

To thee, oor dearest dread ; to thee, our softer KiQg. 

Let Europe, sav'd, the column liigh erect, 
Than Trajan's higher, or tlian Antonine's, 
Where sembling art may cai-ve the fair effect. 
And foil achievement of tliy great designs. 
In a calm heaven, and a serener a^r, 
Sublime the Queen shall on the summit stand, 
From" danger far, as fiir removed from fear. 
And pointing down to earth her dread command : 
All winds, all storms, that threaten Unman woe, 
Sball sink beneath her feet, and spread their rage 

below. 
There fleets shall strive, by winds and waters tost, 
Till the young Alistrian on Iberia's strand. 
Great as ^neas on the Latian coast, 
Shall ^x his foot : * and this, be this the land, 
Great Jove, where I for ever will remain, 
(The empire's other hope shall say) and here 
Vanquisb'd, intomb'd 111 lie; or crown'd, I'U reign*-- 
O Virtue, to thy British Mother dear! 
Like the fam'd Trojan suffer and abide; 
For Anne is thine, I ween, as Venus was his guide. 
There, in eternal characters engrav'd, 
Vigo, and Gibraltar, and Barcelone ^, 
Their force destroy'd, their privileges sav'd. 
Shall Anna's terrors and her mercies own : 

> Vigo was taken by the Dvke of Ormoud iind Sir GH>rf e 
RookeiD nO!2; Gibraltar, by Sir Geoii^e Rooke in iltH : uud 
Barcelona, by tbe I'ritice «>f Hesse and Uie Karl of P<ft«r 
boroagb in nod. 
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Spaio, froin tiie' nmrper BoorfionliihiM rettkv'd, 
Shall with new life and gratefbl j6y appear, 
Nnmbermg the wonden which that yOath AdueVdy 
Whom Ankia clad in anui and ^nt to ^ar; 
Whom Anna sent to claim Iberia's throne^ 
And made him more than kitag,in c^Hghim her toil. 

Tliere Ikter, pleasM by Blenheun's glorioos Aeld 
llolling, shall bid his eastern waves declare 
Oemiariia sav'd by Britain's ample shield. 
And bleeding Gaul afflicted by her spear ; 
Shall bid them mention Marlborough on tiiatsborft 
Leading his islanders, renowned in arms, 
Tlirough climes where never British chief before 
Or pitch 'd his camp or sounded bis alarms; 
Shall bid them bless the Queen^ wbo made fail 
streams {Tbames. 

Glorious as those of Boyne, and safe as those v/P 

Brabantia, dad with fields and crown* d with tow'lt, 
Witli decent joy shell her deliverer meet, [powYs, 
Shall 0W19 thy arms, great Queen, and blest th^ 
Laying the keys beneath thy ftnl^ects' feet. 
Fkindria, by plenty made the home of War, 
Shall weep her crime, and bow to Charles restor'd, 
With double vows shall bless thy happy care. 
In having drawn, and havmg sheath'd the sword. 
From these their sister provinces shAll know [fee. 
How Anne supports a friend, and how forgives a 

Bri^t swofds, and crested helms, and pointe^l 

spears, 
In artful piles around the work shall fie ; 
Ami shields indented deep in ancient warft| . ■ 
Blazoned with signs of 'Ot|llic heraldry i 
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And standutii with dbtiogniah'd honoan Imght, 
Marks of high power and national conmumd ; 
Which Valois' son8» and Boorbon's bore in fight. 
Or gaTe to F6ix' or Montniorancy% hand : 
Great spoili, which Gallia nM»t to Britain yield, 
fwm Cre»y*8 battle sav'd, to grace Ramillial fieldt 

And as fine art the spaces dm^ dispose, 
The knowing thon^^ and oorioos eye shall see 
Thy Mnblem, gracions Qneen, the British Rose, 
Type of sweet mle and gentle majesty ; 
The northern Tliistle, whom no hostile hand, 
Unhnrt, too mdely liH^ provokli % t We«ft } 
Hib^nuali Harp, device of her comAmnd, 
And paroit of her mirth, shall theH! b<S se«h t 
Thy van^(nidi'd lities, France, decayed Und toHi^ 
ShaD with disorder'd pomp the lasting work adorn* 

Beneath, gr^t Qneeii, oh ! T^ry fill* b^beath, 
Near to the grotind, aiid <^ the ttdmbli^ b^Se, 
To save hei«eff firom darkness and from de&tit, 
That Mnse desires the bst, the lowest place ; 
Who, though unmeet, yet touoh'd the trembling 

string, . 

For the fair lame of Anne and Albion's land ; 
Who da'fsl of war and martial fury sing; 
And when thy will, and when thy snlijects' hand 
Had queird those war?) and bid that fiiry cease ; 
Hangs ap her grateful harp to conquest and to peac«. 



7 Ailodlnc apiitrenay to the fDotto roaad l<is «i^ «f 
f}i« thistle, yem fft^ immfnt lacmi^ 
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TO MR, HARLEYy 

WOUNDED BY OUISCARD, 1711. 



-abipso 



Dncit opee animumqae feito. 

HOR. 



Iv one great Now, superior to an age^ 
The full extremes of Nature's force we find ; 

How heavenly virtue can exalt, or rage 
Infernal how degrade the human mind. 

Wliile the fierce Monk does at his trial stand. 
He chews revenge, abjuring his ofience ; 

Guile in his tongue, and murder in his hand. 
He stabs his judge to prove his innocence. 

The guilty stroke and torture of the steel 
' Infix'd, our dauntless Briton scarce perceives; 
The wounds his country firom his death mnst feel 
The patriot views; for those alone he grieves. 

The barbarous rage that durst attempt tliy life, 
Harley! great counsellor, extends thy ikme; 

And the slwrp poiut of cruel Guiscard's knife, 
In brass and marble carves tliy deathless name. 

1 Oniacard was a spy employed by the court of France ; 
and being apprehended, eiidetivoiired to assassinate Mr. 
Harley (afterwards Earl of Oxford) while bis depoaitioa 
was tailing before the privy council. 
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Faithful assertor of thy cooDtiy's canse, 

Britain with tears shall bathe thy glorious wound ; 
She for thy safety shall enlar|^ her laws, 

Aod IB her statutes shall thy worth be fouod. 

Yet midst her sighs she trinmphs, on the hand 
Re6ectiog, that difibs'd the public woe ; 

A stranger to her altars and her land, 
No son of her*8 could meditate this blow. 

Meantime thy pain is gracious Anna*s care : 
Our Queen, our saint, with sacrificmg breath 

Softens thy anguish : in her powerful prayV 
She pleads thy service, and forbids thy death. 

Cfreat as thon art, thou canst demand no more, 
O breast bewail'd by earth, preserv'd by Heav'n* 

No higher can aspiring virtue soar ; 
Eoongfa to thee of grief and €amt is giv'n. 



IN IMITATION or 

HORACE, BOOK III. ODE 11. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1692. 

How long, deluded Albion, wilt thou lie 
In the lethargic sleep, the sad repose, 
By which thy close, thy constant enemy 
Has softly Inird thee to thy woes? 
Or wake, degenerate Isle, or cease to own 
What thy old kings in Gallic camps have done ; 
The spoils they brought thee back, the crowns they 
won. 
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William (mi VM ieqaktB) t^n b arni*d ; 

Thy father to tlie field is gone : 

Again Maria weeps her absent ford. 

For thy repose content to rble alon^. 

Are thy enervate sons not yet alarm'd ? 

When William fights, dare they look tametjf on. 

So slow to get their ancient fame restored, Tsword? 

As not to melt at Beauty's tears, nor follow Valoar^s 

See the repenting Isle awakes. 
Her vidoos chains the generous goddess breaks ^ 
The fogs aroond her temples are dispell'd ; 
Abroad she looks, and sees arm'd Belgia stand 
Prepared to meet their common lord% commaiidt 
Her lion roaring by her side, b^ arnlwa in htf 



And, blushing to have been so long with4ieM, 
Weeps of her crime, and hastens to the field x 
Henceforth her youth shall be uiur*d to bear 
Hazardous toil and acti?e war ; 
To march beneath the dog-star's raging heat. 
Patient of summel^ drdagbt, WAd martial sweat, 
And only grieve m wmter camps to find 
Its days too short for labourg they design'^ : 
All night beneath hard beayy arms to watch. 
All day to mount the trench, to storm the breaohy 
And all the rugged paths to tread. 
Where William and his vutue lead« 

Silence is the soul of War ; 

Deliberate counsel miist prdpiire 

The mighty work which valodr inii&c cfompilet^ t 

Thni William f'e^cues, thus preserves the MaCe, 

Thus teaches us to think and dare; 
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As, whilst l||s pamoui^t pi^^i^c! to breathy 

ATeDgifig |^lf|^, silid swift de^tb, 

lo the tried metal tlie dose danger* glow, 

Aod now, loo late, the dying foe 

Perceives the flame, yet cannot ward the Uowj 

So .whilst in William's breast ripe counsels be, 

Secret and snre as brooding FMte, 

No more of liis design appears 

Than ivhat awakens Gallia's fears, 

Aod (though GoUrs eye can sharply penetrate) 

Distracted Lewis can descry 

Only a long ttnn^easnr'd min nigh. 

On Nonnan coaats, and banks of fiighted Seine, 

IjoI the impending storms begin; 

Britannia safely through her master's sea 

Plooghs op her vicarious way: 

Tlie Frendi SalntPQens throws bis bolts in vain, 

Whilst the ^rua thnnderer asserts the main. 

^TSs done! tp sl^elves and rocks his fleets ^tire^ 

Swift victory, in vengefnl flames, 

Boms ^owQ the pride of theu-presnmptnons names : 

They mi| to shipwreck to avokl our fire. 

And the torn vessels that regain their coasts 

Are bnt sfid marks to show the rest are lost. > 

All this tbe mild, the beauteous Oneen has donoi 

And William's softer half 4hakes Lewis' throne. 

Maria does the sea ^omnyandi 

Whilst Gallia flies her husband's arm by land. 

So, the sun absent, with full sway ^he moon 

Gpvems the isles, and rules the waves alone | 

So Jnno thunders when her Jove is gon^. 

lo, Britannia ! loose thy ocean's chains. 

Whilst Rniiel strikes the blow th;^ Queen qrdaii^^ 
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Thus rescued, tlias revered, for ever stand, 
And bless the coonsel, and reward tbe hand, 
lo Britaimia! thy Maria reigns. 

From Mary^ conquests, and the rescued maid, 
Let France look forth to Sambre's armed shore. 
And boast her joy for William's death' no more. 
He lives, let Fraoce confess the victor lives : 
Her triumphs for his death were vain. 
And spoke her terror of his life too plain. 
The mighty years begin, the day draws nigh 
In which that one^ of Lewis' many wives 
Who, by the baleful force of guilty charms. 
Has long entbrall'd him in her wither'd arms. 
Shall o'er the plains from distant towers on high 
Cast around her mournful eye, 
And with prophetic sorrow cry, 
* Why does my rnin*d Lord retard his flight ? 
Why does despair provoke his age to fight ? 
As well the wolf may venture to engage 
The angry lion's generous rage. 
The ravenous vulture, and the bird of night, 
As safely tempt the stooping eagle's flight, 
As Lewis to unequal arms defy 
Yon hero crowned with blooming victory. 
Just triumphing o*er rebel rage restrained. 
And yet uiibreath'd from battles gain'd. 
Seel all yon dusty fields quite covered o*er 

> King William being slightly wounded by a cannon-ball 
at tbe battle of tbe Boyne» a report reached France that be 
was killed . upon whicb, says Bisbop Boroet ibere were 
more pulilic rt^oicings, than had been usual at tbtir greatest 
victories. 

• Madame Maiutenoa. 
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With hostile troops, and Onnge at their head; 

Orange; destio'd to complete 

The great desigoft of labouring Fate; 

Orauge, the name that tyrants dread: 

He comes, our ruin*d empire is no more ; 

Down, like the Persian, goes the Gallic throne ; 

Darios 6ies, young' Ammon urges on. 

Now from tlie dubious battle's mingled heat 

Let Fear look back, and stretcli her hasty wing. 

Impatient to secure a base retreat ; 

Let the pale coward leave his wounded king, 

For the vile privilege to breathe, 

To live with shame in dread of glorious death ! 

In vain ; for Fate has swifter wings than Fear, 

She follows hard, and strikes him in the rear ; 

Dying and mad the traitor bites the ground, 

His back transfix'd with a dishonest wound ; 

Whilstlhrough the fiercest troops and thickest press 

Virtue carries on success; 

Whilst equai Heaven guards the distinguished brave. 

And armies cannot hurt whom angels save. 

Virtue to verse immortal Instre gives; 

Each' by the other's mutual friendship lives; 

^neas snfier'd, and Achilles fought ; 

The heroes acts enlarged th^ poet's thought, 

Or Vila's majesty, and Homer's rage, 

Had ne'er like lasting Nature vanquish'd age. 

Whilst Lewis then his rising terror drowns 

With drums' alarms and trumpets' sounds ; 

Whilst hid in arm'd retreats and guarded towns, 

From datiger as irom honour far. 

He bribes close Murder agamst open War, 
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With laboor*d verse to ke<»p bU hm^ 9&^ ; 

Your monldering monnmeiiti in ^nm yo« ^^9^ 

On the weak basis of the tyrant's ^mm; 

Yoar songs are sold, yonr munbeva are i^mfime ^ 

^n^ incense to an idol g^t% 

Meat oflfer'd to Fromethens' man 

That had no sonl from Heav'n. 

Against his will yon chain vonr frighted king 

On rapid Rhine's divided bed, 

And mock yonr hero, whilst ye sing 

The wounds for which he never bled ; 

.Falsehood does poison on your praise diffuse. 

And Lewis' fear gives death to Boilean*s ] 



On its own worth true majesty is rear'd, 

And vntne is her own reward : 

With solid beams and ndtive glory bright. 

She neither darkness dreads, nor covets light. 

True to herself, and fix'd to in-born laws. 

Nor sunk by spite, nor lifted by applause; 

She from her settled orb looks calmly dowtt 

On life or deaths a prison or a cr«iwn. 

When bdund in double Chain* poor Pelgia laj, 

To foreign arms and inward stri^ 9 prey; 

Whilst one good man bdpy'd up her Mut^ ^^t^ 

And virtue laboured against Fate ; 

When F^ortune basely with ^mbitiofi join'd. 

And all ^ras conquered bat the pi|t(ipt*s mind; 

When storms let ioio^t and nigw ^tl'> 

Jnst r^aii^ the f om vessel to o*erwhelnp|« 

Forc'd not tlie faithful pilot fr^m his helm; 

Nor all th^ Siren sdi^ pf faUM^t|;i^«c% 
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And daaBEliog proepeef <^a prouA^ilt crown, 

CmM iMt) his stnbbora virtne down ; 

But againt dianns, and threalB, and hell, be stood-, 

To that- which was sererely good ; 

Then had no trophies jostled bis feme, 

No poet btess'd bis song with Nassau's name; 

Virtoe aloao did ail that bonoar briticp, 

And Heaven as plainiy pointed out the RHi;, 

As when be at the altar stood 

In aU his types aod rqbes of pow'er, 

Whilst at bis feet religious Britain bow'd,. 

And own'd him next to what we tbsm adore. 

^7' joyfdl Maese^ and Boyne'« ▼ictorioo^ilQod^ 
(For each has mix'd bis waves with royal blood). 
When WiUiani.'s armies past, did be retire, 
Or view from ^ the battle's distant fire P 
Could be believe bis person was too dear? 
Or use his greatness to conceal his fearP 
Could prayers or sighs the dauntless hero move? 
Ann'dwitb Heaven's justice and his people's love» 
Throogh thefirst waves he wing'd bis vent'rous way# 
And on the adverse sliore ar:Ose, 
(Ten tbousand fiyiug deaths in vain oppose.) 
like the great ruler of the day» 
With stren^h and swiftness mounting from the sea^ 
Like him all day he toil'd, but long m night 
The god has eas'd bis wearied light, 
Ere vengeance left the stubborn foes, 
Or William's labours found repose. 
When bis troops falter'd, stept not be between? 
Restored the dubious fight again ; 
Mark'd out the coward that durst fly, 
Aqd led the Anting brave to Victory ? 
roL, I. F 
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Still as she fled hiiDy did be not o'erlake 

Her doubtful couree^nd brooght ber bleeding h&dk f 

By bis keen sword did not tbe boldest £iU? 

Was be not king, commander, soldier, all — 

His dangers such as with becoming dread 

His subjects yet nnbom shall weep to read ; 

And were not those tbe only days that e'er 

The pious prince refos'd to hear 

His friends' advices, or his subjects' pray'r? 

Where'er old Rhine his fiuitfol water tnms, 

Or fills bis vassals' tributary urns, 

To Belgia's sav'd dominions and the sea, 

Whose righted waves rejoice in William's sway, 

Is there a town where children are not taoght. 

Here Holland prospered, for here Orange fonght ? 

Thmagh rapid waters, and throuffh fiym% fire. 

Here msh'd the Prince, here made whole France 

By different nations be his valour bless'd, [retire. 

In different languages confess'd. 

And then let Shannon speak the rest : 

Let Shannon speak how, on her wondering shore. 

When conquest hovering on his arms did wait. 

And only ajsk'd some lives to bribe ber o'er \ 

The godlike man, the more than conqueror, 

With high contempt sent hack tbe specious bait. 

And scorning glory at a price too great, 

With so much power such piety did join, 

As made a perfect virtoe soar 

A pitch unknown to man before. 

And lifted Shannon's waves o'er those of Boyne. 

Nor do bis subjects only share 

The prosperous fruits of his indulgent reign ; 

His enemies approve the pious war 

Which, with their weapon, takes away their chain! 
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More than his sword hU goodneis strikes his foes ; 
They bless his amis, and aigfa they ranst oppose. 
Justice and freedom on his conquests wait, 
And 'tis for man's delight that be is great : 
Succeeding times shall with long joy contend 
If he were more a victor or a friend : 
So much his courage and his mercy strive, 
He wounds to care, and conquers to forgive. 

Ye heroes ! who have fought your country's cause, 

Redress'd her injuries, or formed her laws, 

To my adventrous song just witness bear, 

Assist the pious Muse, and hear her swear, — 

That 'tis no poet's thought, no 6ight of youth, 

But solid story and severest troth, 

lliat William treasures up a greater name 

Than any country, any age can boast; 

And all that ancient stock of fame 

He did from his forefathers take, 

He has improv'd, and gives with interest back. 

And in his constellation does unite 

Their scatter'd rays of fainter light : 

Above or Envy's lash or Fortune's wheel, 

That settled glory shall for ever dwell 

Above the rolling orbs and common sky, 

Where nothing comes that e'er shall die. 

Where roves the Muse ? where, thoughtless to re- 
Is her short-liv'd vessel borne [turn^ 
By potent winds, too subject to be tost. 
And in the sea of William's praises lost ? 
Nor let her tempt that deep ; nor Wke the shore 
Where our abandoned youth she sees 
Shipwreck'd in lui^nry and lost in eas#; 
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W]hm> dot Britaimia's daii$;er can Hdarsty 
Nor WiHiaiii's exemplary vkfoe wsHrm : 
Tell them, howe'er, the Kin^ can yet fergHre 
Their i^oilty sloth, their homage yet receive, 
And let their wounded honour Ifve : 
But sure and sadden he their jnst renorae ; 
Swift be their virtue^ rise, and atrong its course ; 
For thoegh for certain year» aad destined times 
Merit has lain confiis'd with crimes, 
ThoQgh Jore seemVt negligent of hnman cares, 
Nor scourg'd onr fotties, nor returned oar pray'ra. 
His justice new demands the e^nal scales, 
Sedition is sappvess^d, and truth prevails : 
Fate ita great end hy slow degrees attains, 
And Europe is redtem'd, and William reigns. 



CUPID'S PROMISE. 

PARAPHRASED FROM THE FRRMCU. 

Soft Cnpid, wanton, amorous boy, 
Tiie other day, mov'd with my lyre, 

In flattering accents spoke bis joy» 
And utter'd thus his fond desire : 

* Oh ! raise thy Yoice, one song I ask. 
Touch, then, the' harmonious string ; 

To Tliyrsis easy is the task. 

Who can so sweetly play and sing. 

< Two kisses from my mother dear, 
Thyrsis, thy due reward shaH be ; 
None, none, l&e Beauty's queen is fur ; 

Paris has vouched this truth for me.' 

* 
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I straight replied, < Thon knoMr*st, alone, 
That brightest Cbloe mles my breast; 

Pll ^og thee two instead of one, 
If thon'lt be kind, and make me bless'd. 

* One kiss from Cfaloe*s lips, no more, 
I crave.' — He promis'd me success : 

I play'd with all my skifl and pow'r, 
My glowing passion to express ; — 

But, oh !. mxy Gfaioe, beanteoas maid, 
Wilt thou the wished reward bestow ? 

Wilt thoa make goojd what liove has said. 
And, by thy grant, his power show ? 
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SONGS AND BALLADS. 



THIEF AND CORDELIER. 

A BALLAD. 

3b tht tune if King John and the Abbot qf CanUrhury^ 

Who liafl e'er been at Pftris must needs know the 
The fatal retreat of the' unfortunate brave, [Grai^ 
Where honour and justice moBt oddly contribute 
To ease heroes* pains by a halter and gibbet. 
Derry doivn, down, hey delry down. 

There death breaks the shackles which force had 
pot on, [begun ; 

And the hangman completes what the jodge but 

There the' Squire of the JPad and the Knight of the 
Post, [more crost 

Find their pains no more balk'd, and their hopes no 
Derry down, &c. 

Great claims are there made, and great secrets are 
known, [own ; 

And the king, and the law, and the thief, has his 
But my hearers cry out, ' What a deuce dost thou 
Cut off thy reflections, and give us thy tale.' [atif 
Perry down, ficc. 
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'TfVM there then, in civil respect to banh lawi, 
And for want of false witness to back a bad caose^ 
A Norman, though bite, -was oblig'd to appear, 
And who to assist, but a gra?e CordeJier? 
Deny down, &e. 

The* Sqoire, whose good grace was to open the scene, 
Seem'd not in great baste that the show should begin, 
Now fitted the halter, now traversed the cart, 
And often took leave, but was loth to depart. 
Deny down, &c. 

* What frightens yon thus, my good son ? (says the 

priest) 
Yon marder'd, are sorry, and have been confess'd.' 
' O Father! my sorrow will scarce save my bacon, 
For 'twas not that I murder'd, but that I was taken.' 
Deny down, &c. 

* Pugh! pr'ythee ne'er trouble thy head with snch 

fancies ; 
Rely on the aid yon shall have from Saint Francis ; 
If the money you promised be brought to the chest. 
You have only to die ; let the Church do the rest. 
Deny down, &c. 

^ And what will folks say if they see yon afraid? 
It reflects upon me, as I knew not my trade : 
Courage, fnend, for to-day is your period of sorrow. 
And things will go better, believe me, to-morrow.' 
Deny down, &c. 

^ To-morrow ! (our hero replied, in a fright,) 
He that*s bang'd before noon, ought to think of 
to-night.* [truss'd up, 

* Tell your beads, (quoth die priest) and be fairly 
For yon surely to-night shall in Paradise sop.' 

Deirry down, &c. 
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< AIm! qQeth the 'Squire, howe'sr Muq^tocMBtlie 

trtat, 
Parblea* I dwU have little «toiBach to eot^ 
I sbonid therelfeie esteem it great ftvour-aiMi^recey 
Woold you be so lund as to go ia my fiiaee.' 

Deny down, &c. 

* That I woold, (quotb the Father) aad thank yoa 

to booty 
But our actions, yon know, with our duly most suit : 
The feast I propos*d to you I cannot taste. 
For tiiis «igfat, by oar Order, is mark'd 4br a fast/ 
Deny down, &c. 

3beB tomiBg aA>oat to Hie hangman, he saidy 

* Dispatch aoe, I prithee, this troublesome blade ; 
For thy cord and my cord both equally tie, 

jilid we li?e by tk^ fgM lor wlacb «Hier <meQ 4k' 
Derry down, &c. 
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SO^G. 



Iw ▼ain you tell your parting lover-— 
YoQ wish fair ^wiods may vrSd han ov«r : 
Alas ! what winds can happy prove, 
That bear me &r frxun wbat I Uve f 
Alas 1 what dangers on tlie main 
Can equal those that I sustain, 
From slighted vows and cold disdain? 

Re gentle, and in pity choose 
To wish the wildest tempests loose, 
That, thrown again npon the coast 
Where first my shipwreck*d heart was lost, 
I may once more repeat my pain ; 
Once more in dying notes complain 
Of slighted vows and cold disdam. 
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SUR LA PRISE DE NAMURj 

PAR 
LES ARMES DU ROI, 

V ANNSB 1692. 
PAR MONSIEUR BOILEAU DESPREAUX. 

Quelle docte et sainte yvresse 

Anjourd*hni me fait la loy? 
Cbastes oymphes dn Permene, 

N*e8t-ce pas voiu que je voy? 
Accoures, troupe s^avante : 
Des sons que ma lyre enfiinte ^ 

Ces arbres sont r^joiits: 
Marques en bien la cadence: 
£t voiiSy vents, faites sUence: 

Je vais parler de Looia. 

Dam ses chansons immortelles, 

Comme nn aigle audacieax, 
Pindare ^tendant ses ables, 

Fait loin des vulgaires yenx. 
Mais, 6 ma fidele lyr^ 
Si, dans I'ardeur qiu m' inspire, 

Ta peax suivre mes transports ; 
Les cbesiies des moots de Thraoe 
N'ont rien oiii, qae n'efiace 

La doBceor de tes accords. 
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ENGLISH BALLAO. 

ON THE TAKmO Or 
MAMVRy VT THE KIIIG OF GREAT BRITAIN^ 1695 '• 



Diilce Mt detipere la Ioca. 

Some Ma are drook, yet do not know it : 

So might Dot Baccbns give yon law? 
Was it a muse, O lofiy poet. 

Or virgin of 8aint Cyr, you saw ? 
Why all this fory ? what's the matter, 

lliat oaks must come irom Thrace to dance f 
Most stupid stocks be taught to flatter? 

And is there no ^nch wood in France ? 
Why must the winds all hold their tongue? 

If they a little breath sliould raise, 
Would that have spoii'd the poet's song, 

Or pufTd away the monaroh's praise? 

Pindar, that eagle,^ mounts the skies, 

While Virtue leads the noble way; 
Too like a vulture Boileau flies, 

Where sordid interest shews the prey. 
When once the poets honour oeases, 

From reason far his transports rove ; 
And Boileau, for eight hundred pieces, 

Makes Louis take the vrall of Jove. 

1 Nunnr was taken by the French in 1692. on whteb «c 
casion Boileau composed hit Pindaric ; it was retalKCu by tiM 
Ei«ll«h in 1605, when Prior eu«otcd hU moat happy bar. 
Icsqae parody* 
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Est-ce Apollon et Neptane, 

Qui sur ces rocs sourcilleox. 
Ont, compagnoDS de fortane, 

Basti ces mms wgneillintx? 
De leor eoceinte finaense 
La Sambre unie a la Meuse, 

Defend le fatal abord ; 
Et par cent boaches limitblu 
L'airain sur ces noBtt teniblM 

Vomit le fer, et la nuMt, 

Dix mille TafiHlBS Alcidee 

Les bordant de fontes parts, 
D' Eclairs an loin homicides 

Font pettller tenn ramparts : 
Et dans son seia infideie 
Par tMrt la terre y reoele 

Un feu prest 4 s^lancer, 
Qui sondain per^t sob gonfire, 
Ouvre in sepulchre de sonfl« 

A quiconqne ose avuncer. 

Namur, devant tes murailles 

Jadis la Greee eoM vingt aoi , 
Sans fitiit veu les teieruJIes 

De ses plus siers eombattans. 
Quelle effroyable puissance 
Anjourd'hni ponrtaat s'afwice, 

Preste a foudfoyer tes monts? 
Quel bruit, quel leu Tenviromie i 
Cest Jupiter «n personne ; 

Ou c'est le vainqueur de Mons. 
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Neptune and Sol came fi«m a^ove, 

Shaped like Megngny and Yaalwn^; 
They ann'd these rocks; tiien show'd oki Jove 

Of Marti wood the wendroas plaa. 
Soch walls these three wise gods agreed, 

By bunian force could ne'er be shaken; 
Bot yoQ and I in Homer read 

Of gods, as wen as men, mistaken. 
Sambre and Maese their waves nn^ jobi. 

Bat ne*er can William's fofce restrain : 
Hell pass them both who pass'd the Boyne ; 

Remember this, and arm the Seine. 

Full fifteen thousand lusty icllows, 

With fire and sword the fort maintain ; 
Each was a Hercoles, you tell ns, 

Yet out they raarch'd like common men. 
Cannons above, and mines below, 

Did death and tombs for foes contrive > 
Yet matters have been ordered so, 

That most of us are still alive. 

If Namnr be corapar'd to Troy, 

Then Britain's boys exceifd the Greeks^ 
Their siege did ten long years employ ; 

We've done our bushiess in ten weeks. 
What godhead does so hat advance 

Witli dreadful power, those hills to gai»? 
'Tis little Will, the scourge of France;, 

No godhead, but the first of men. 
His mortal arm exerts the power 

To keep even Mons's victor under ^ ; 
And that same Jupiter no more 

Shall firight the world with impious thunder. 

* Two famous enKineers. 

9 Mon« sarrendercd to Louis XIV. April 10, l69i. 
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N'en doote poiDt : c'est lay-n^me. 

Tout hriUe en loy y tout est Roy. 
Dam Bnixelles Nassau bl^me 

C^ommence a trembler pour toy. • 
En Tain il voit le Bat^ve, 
Desormak docile esd&ve, 

Rang^ sons aes ^tendars : - 
En vain au Lion Belgiqoe 
II voit TAigle Gennaniqae 

Uni sous les Leopards. 

Plein de la frayenr nouvelle, 

Dont ses sens sont agit^, 
A-son secours il appelle 

Les peuples les plus vantls. 
Ceux-ld viennent du rivage, 
On s'enorgueillit le Tage 

De Tor, qui route en ses eanx; 
Cenx-ci des champs, ou la neige 
Des marais de la Norv^ge 

Neuf mois couvre les roseaux. 

Mais qui lait enfler la Sambre ? 

Sous les Jiiineaux effiny^, 
Des froids torrens de Decembre 

Les champs par tout sont noy^s. 
Cer^ s*enfttit, 6plor^e 
De voir en proye ^ Bor^e 



,d by Google 



fONGS AND BALLADt. 83 

Oar Kin|^ thus trembles at Namnr, 

Whilst Villeroy, who De*er afraid is^ 
To Bmxellcs marches on secare. 

To bomb the monks aod scare the Jadiet • 
After this glorious expedition. 

One battle makes the Marshal great; 
He must perform the King's commission; 

Who knows but Orange may retreat? 
Kings are allowed to feign the gont, 

Or be prevaii'd with, not to fight ; 
And mighty Loois hop'd, no donbt. 

That William wonld preserve that right 

From Seine and Loire, to ^one and Po, 

See every mother's son appear : 
In soch a case ne'er blame a foe, 

If be betrays some little fear. 
He comes, the mighty Villerey comes, 

Finds a small river in his way *, 
So waves his colours, beats his drams, 

And thinks it pnident there to stay. 
The Gallic troops breathe blood and war ; 

The Marshal cares not to march ^ter; 
Poor Viileroy moves so slowly hera 

We fimcied all it was his master. 

Will no kmd flood, no friendly rain, 

Disguise the Marshal's plain disgrace ; 
No torrents swell the low Mehayne P 

The world will say, he durst not pass. 
Why will no Hyades appear, 

Dear poet, on the banks of Sambre? 
Just as they did that mighty year 

When yon tum*d June into December, 
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Ses gnerets d>|rie» chui;^, 
Et sons les unies iaageiiscs 
Des Hyades oragqetes 

Tona 8M tr6k)rs MjMneigdsA 

D6ployez toates yos rages, 

Princes, Tents, peoples, ftiaata ^ 
Ramassez tona vos aaages ; 

Rassamblez tons yos soMats. 
Malgr^ voos Namur en pouiiie 
S*en ya tomber sous la loudre 

Qui dotnta lilie, Cowtray, 
Gaod la superhe EspagDoIe, 
Saint Omer, BeeaiH^on, Dole, 

Ypres, Maestriobt, et Cambray. 

Mes pr^ages s'accompUssent ; 

U commence 2i chanceler : 
Sons les conps qniretentiflsent 

8es mors s'en vont s*ecroaler. 
Mars en feu qui Yes domine, 
Sonffle a grand bruit lenr mine ; 

Et les bombes dans les airs 
Allant cbercfaer le tonnere, 
Semblent tombant snr la terre> 

Vooloir s*onyrir les enfers. 

Acconrec, Nassau, Ba^iere, 
De ces mnrs l*nniqae espoir ; 

A couvert d'nne riviere 
Venez: vous pouvex toot voir. 
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The water-nymphs are, tw^ wHJni 
To Villeroy ; are the lafl««s^plM to? 

And fly they all, at once <MMtobitt'4i 
To shame a geneml and a taio? 

Truth, justice, sense, reti^on, iame. 

May join to finish William's story; 
Nations set free, may bkw Im name, 

And Fhince in secret «wa bis^ry ; 
Bat Ypres, Maestricfat, and Oaarimiy, . 

Besangon, Ghent, Saint Omer^, Lisie^ 
Conrtray, and Dole— Ye critics, aa^ ^ 

How poor to this was Midar's style ? 
With e/eesafid ofeos taek % strain. 

Great Bard I and smg the deaHileas ponee 
Who lost Namnr the same campai^i 

He bought Dixmujrd^ aMfteiciarVl Daynw, 

ni hold ten pound aqr dnullb out j 

I'd teU it you bat ibf .the nStfe 
Of those confounded drwas ; no ddobt 

Yon bloody rogues jdIbb4 a battle* 
Dear m^ f a hundred thaanmd Frounh 

With terror fill the la igMaaring field. 
While WUUam carries m tko to^oeb, 

Tin both the to^im and«Mile yield. 
' Vyieroy to Boufflers shohld advance^ 

Says Mars, through caaMma noathi' j»&c • 
Id ett, one Mareschal of France ' 

Tells r other he can cotfie no nigher. 

Regain the lines the shortest way, 
Villeroy, or to Versailles take pdst. 

For haFing seeit iC$ «lid«t etam say 
The steps by wkiati NanHur waa lest. 

VOL. f . o 
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Considerez ces approches : 
VoycE grimper sur ces roches 

Ces athletes beHiqaeaz; 
Et dans les eaox, daos la flamey 
JJoois a toat donnant Tame, 

Marcher, courir avecque enx. 

Contemplez dans la tempeste. 

Qui sort de ces bonlevards. 
La plome qui sar sa teste 

Attire tons les regards. 
A cet astre redoubtable 
ToCijoars nn soit favorable 

S'attache dans les combats : 
£t to^nrs avec la gloire 
Mars amenant la victoire 

Vi^e, et le suit ti grands pes. 

Grands defensenrs de rEspagne, 

Montrez-vous: il en est temps: 
Courage i vers la Mahagne 

Voila yos drapeaux flottans. 
Jamais ses ondes craintives 
N'ont ve&.^r leurs foibles rives 

Tant de guerriers s'alnasser. 
Courez done : Qui vons rbtarde? 
Tout I'univers voos regarde. 

N!oses-v6us la traverser? 

Loin de fermer le passage 
A vos notnbreux bataillons^ 

Lukembonrg a du rivage 
Recnl^ ses pavilions. 

Quoy? leur seul aspect tqqs giace? 

Ou sont ces chefii pleins d'lmdiftce. 
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Hie smoke and flam^ may vex thy sight; 

Look not once back ; hot, as thou goest^ 
Qoicken the squadrons in their flighty 

And bid the devil take the slowest. 
Think not what reason to produce, 

From Lonis to conceal thy fear ; 
Hell own the strength of thy excuse. 

Tell him that William was but there. 

Now let OS look for Loob^ feather, 

That ns'd to shine so like a star ; 
The Generals conld iH>t get together 

Wanting that influence, great in war ; 
OPoet! thou hadst been discreeter, 

Hangmg the Monarch's hat so high,. 
If thou hadst dubb'd thy star a meteor. 

That did but blaze, and rove, and die. 

To animate the doubtful fight, 

Namnr hi vain expects that ray ; 
In vain France hopes the sickly lif^t 

Should shme near William's ftiUer day. 
It knows VevsaiUes its proper station. 

Nor cares for any foreign sphere : 
Where you see Boileau's constellation^ 

Be sure no danger can be near. 

The FVench had gathered all their force. 

And William met them in their way. 
Yet off they bmsh'd, both foot and horse; 

What has friend Boilean left to say ? 
When his high Muse is bent upon't, 

To smg her King, that great commander, 
Or on the shores of Hellespont, 

Or in the valMes near Scamaisder, 
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Jadis n pnwpls a mardberf 
Qui devoifiDt de la Twrnme, 
Et de la Dr4\e soAiaiae, 

Jusqn' a Paris dow ftaraher r 

Cependant Teffroy mdonUe 

Sonr les remparts de Nasiur 
Son i^onverneur qqi se trdulile 

S'enfoit sons son dernier mar. 
D^a jnsqaes a sds portes 
Je voy monter 000 cohortes. 

La flame et le fer en main : 
£t sor les moticeaux d6 piqaes, 
De corps morts, de roes, de briqwes, 

S*oavrir un la^pe cbemin* 

Cen est faiC Je viens d'entendfe 

Sur ces rochers ^perdos 
Battre on signal pour se rendre: 

Le fen cesse. Us sont rendns. 
D^poiiillez v6tre arrogance, 
Fiers ennemis de la France^ 

Et desormais gracieux, 
Alles a Liege, a firnxelles. 
Porter les humbles noavclles 

De Namur pris a vous yevau 



,d by Google 



Would it not spoil his noble task, 

If any foolish PhTygian there is 
Impertinent enoogh to ask. 

How for Namiir may be from Paris? 

Two stanzas more befop^ we end, 

Of death, pikes, rocks, anns, brieks, and ^n i 
Lea^e them behmd yon, hoMst ftiend, 

And with your coaatrymea retire. 
Yonr odfe is spoilt; Nannur is freed : 

For Dixmnyd something yet is dae ; 
So good Count Goiscard may proceed^ ; 

Buty Boufflersysir, one word with yon— 

Tisdone. In sight of these commandien 

Who neither fight nor raise the siege, 
The foes of France march safe through Ffanders, 

Divide to BrasEelles or to liege. 
Send, Fame, this news to Tiianoa, 

That Boufflofs aaay new honoots gaui > 
He the same play by land has shown, 

As Tonrville did upon the main '. 
Yet is the Bfarsbal made a peer ; 

O, William! may thy arms advance. 
That he may lose Dinant next year. 

And so be Constable of France. 

* Coant Gniscsnl mmfmtuntor otibe tomn •f Vunur, 
and Muvhal BoufltM of th« wuUe, 

* M.de TottrviUe conouMMlea tlu Frsiwii s^iHidMQ. wWch 
encaicd Admiral Itaitell off La Hogoe, In idM. 
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THE GARLAND. 

The pride of every grove I cho0e» 

The violet sweet and lily tair, 
Thft dappled pink and hlasbing rose. 

To deck my charming Chloe's hair. 

At mom the nymph vouchsaf d to place 
Upon her brow the varioos wreath^ 

The flowers less blooming than her face, 
The scent less fragrant tiun her breath. 

Hie flowers she wore along the day. 
And every nymph and shepherd said. 

That in her hair they look'd more gay 
Than glowing in their native bed. 

Uodress'd at evening^ when she foond 
Their odonrs lost, their colours past, 

8be chang'd her look, and on the ground 
Her garland and her eye she cast. 

That eye dropt sense distinct and clear. 
As any Mnse's tongue could speak, 

When fi^m its lid a pearly tear 
Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek. 

Dissembling what I knew too well, 
' My love, my life, (said I) explain 

This change of humour ; pr^the tell, 
That Mling tear — ^what does it mean ?' 

She sigh'd; she smil'd ; and to the flow'n 
Pointing, tiie lovely mor'alist said, 

' See, ffiend, in some few fleeting hours, 
See yonder what a change is made, 
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< Ah me ! the hlooming pride of May 

And that of Beauty are bat one ; 
At morn both flonrish, bright and gay, 

Both fade at evenuig, pale and gone. 

' At dawn poor Stella danc'd and sung, 
The araoroDs yonth around her bow'd ; 

At nigbt her fatal luieU waa rung ; 
I saw and kim*d her m her Bfaiowd* 

* Such as she is who died to-day, 

Such I, alas! may be to-morrow; 
Go, Damon, bid thy Muse disphiy 

The justice of thy Chloe's sorrow.* 



THE VICEROY. 



A BALLAD. 



2b the Hme of Lady I»abeUa*s Tragedt/: or the Stap- 
mother** Cruelty. 

Of Nero *, tyrant, petty king, 

Who heretofore did reign 
In fimi*d Hibemia, I will sing, 

And in a ditty phun. 

He hated was by rich and poor, 

For reasons you shall hear ; 
80 ill he exercts'd his pow'r, 

That he himself did fear. 

> TtaU SBtlre trai justly levelled at L<ird Contngsby, ft>r 
bis nitl-adinlntotntion when be was one 01 the Lord« Jus*« 
ticcs of Ireland. 
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Full prond and atrofMt ww be, I 

And covetous withal ; 
The guilty he would stiUi set ftee^ ^ 

But guiiOess neo enlhnil. 

He with a hmgjbty impiiMU Hod 

Woq)d eurae Mid dosoMitfiaey 
Not fearing either nuyi or God^ 

Ooldhedidiftolns. 

A patriot ' of high degree^ i 

Who conH no laager hear 
This upstart VioeFoy's tjaamyt 

Against bia» did dedaie. 

And arm'd with truth, impeach'd the Don 
Of his enormous crimes, { 

Which I'll unfold to yon anon^ 
In low but fhithftit rhym^ 

The articles recorded stand I 

Against this peerfess peer, * 

Search but the archives af the laf ^ 
You'll find thoM written thare K 

Attend, and justly I'll recite. 

His treasons to you all, 
The heads set in their native tigbt^ 

(And sigh poor Gaphny's 0dL) 

That traitorously he 4h^ abope 

The power in him vej^os^d^, 
And wickedly the sajQse did use^ . 

On all mankind impos'd. 

s Tbe Etrl of Maatoal latarMhsdl CMdasiAy a# high- 
treason in tbc EuffM#ii parUttpml. 
' Sabbati, 16 die Decembrls, 5 Oalielmi et lUftii^ Mgt. 



,d by Google 



f0KfiS ANB BALMPik 9$ 

Tlaat be, eoafnoff to afl feiw» 

An oath did firuM and wmkbf 
CompelliDg tbe imliln 

The* illegal oath t» take* 

Free-quarters for th» anqr^ 16% 

He did exact and fares; 
On Protestanli hii lov« t» rim^r 

Than Papist ns*d thea» W i pt, 

On all prameni de s tipf ^lbff 

Tbe camp at hmmtk. 
He laid a tax M bafd awl ioni^ 

Though many mep w«rf iicli« 

The sntlef^ «•#, he did omM» 

For licences should piiyt 
Which 4ie)i refiisTd wHl»>Pt dMaJH^ 

And fled the caji^^ aw«^» 

By which proviMMifr Weve so SM«(t^ 

That hundreds ther^did die» 
The somm fod «nd drink did Inmi^ 

Nor famine could Ihe^ Hy. 

He so ^MMh lov'd W* pHwaCe githi^ 

He could not hear or see: 
They might or die^ tr migM Q#«pMv 

Without relief, poi'dt^* 
That, above a»d againsit att riflbl^ 

By word of moiUb did hsy 
In council sitting, haUJsh ^fiii^ 

The farmer's fate decree; 

That he, O/ Cid^mtkotA ii^h 

Straightway should bfioged W( 
Though the^ the courts were e|ie» atiU 

Yet Nero judge tmiA he* 
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No sooner said, bnt it wan done. 
The Bonrreao did hit wont; 

Gaphoy, alas I is dead and gone, 
And left his judge accnn*d. 

In this concise, despotic way. 

Unhappy Gaphny fell, 
Which did all honest men affray, 

As truly it might well. 

Full two good hundred pounds a^year. 
This poor man's real estate, 

He settled on his fiivourite dear; 
And Culliford can say't. 

Besides, he gave five hundred ponod 
To Fielding his own scribe, 

Who was his bail ; one firiend he foond ; 
He ow'd him to the bribe. 

But for this horrid murder vile 

None did him prosecute ; 
His old friend help*d him o'er the stOe ; 

With Satan who dispute ? 

With France, iair England's mortal foe, 

A trade he carried on j 
Had any other done't, I trow, 

To Tripos he had gone. 

That he did likeways traitorously, 

To bring his ends to bear, 
Enrich himself most knavislily ; 

O thief without compare ! 
Vast quantities of stores did he . 

Embetzle and purloin ; 
Of the king's stores he kept a key. 

Converting them to coin. 
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The forfeited estttes abo, ■ 

Both real and penonal, 
I>id with the stores together fo ; 

Fierce Cerbenis swaiiow'd all. 

Meanwhile the soldien ■igh'd and sobb'd. 

For Dot one toose had they ; 
His EiceUeDce had each man fobbed, 

For he had sank their pay. 

Neroy without the least disgnisey 

The Papists at all times 
Stin lavour'd, and tlieir robberies 

liook'd on as trivial crimes. 

^The Protestants, whom they did rob 
Daring his government, 
Were forc'd with patience, like good Job^ 
To rest themselves content. 

For be did basely them refose 

All legal remedy; 
The Romans still he well did nse, 

Still screen'd their rogoery. 
Sacdnctly thus to yoa Vte told 

How this Viceroy did reign, 
And other troths I shaU nnfold ; 

For troth is always plain. 

The best of queens he hath revil'd^ 

Before and smce her death, 
He, crael and ongnitelul, smil'd 

When she resigned her breath. 

Foigetfol of the fiivoars kmd 

She had on him bestow*d, 
like Loafer, his rancorous mind. 

He lov*d nor her nor God. 
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Bat listen, Nero, lend thy «H% 

As still thoa hast Atm on ; 
Hear what Britannia says, willl tetils^ 

Of Anna dead and gmw: 

* Oh! saered be htr memotyf 

For ever dear hcv oame ; 
There never was, or ere ean be, 
A brighter, juster dane. 

< Bless'd be my sons, and eke all tiaofv 

Who on her praises dwell; 
She conqner'd BrUaiifs fievcest foes, 
She did all queeas excel. 

< AU prinecs^ kn9i, and potentate% 

Ambassadors did send ; 
All nations, provinces, and states^ 
Sought Anna for Ibciv fiiead. 

< In Anna they did aH eanfide. 

For Anna they coald trasi; 
Her royal fuA they all had tiisd^ 
For Anna still was JDst. 

« Troth, mercy, jwtice, did sorrooad 

Her awiiil jndgmeot-seat ; 
In her the Graces aH wmn foaad, 

In Anna all complete 

< She held tfte s>«ard and balaaaarigbly 

And sought her people's goad ; 
In clemency she <^ dcSgbt, 
Her reign not staia'd arith Mood* 

* Her gracious goodMeis, piety^ 

In all her deeds did shine, 
And bounteous was her eban1y» 
All attributes diriM. 
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* €oiisiunEMte wiidoM, neekiienaU, 

Adoni'd the words ibe spoke, 
When they AomlMrftir lips MM, 
And sweet her love^ look. 

* Ten fhwsind ^Mms deeds to cMmt, 

She caos'd dire war to oease^ 
A greater em^rass ne'tr wm JuowBy 
She fix'd the world is i 



* This laslJBd gedlikt act aoUev'd, 

To Heaven she wiB|;*d her flight ; 
Her loss, wMi tean, aH Europe gnev*d^ 
Their strength and dear dsiight 

* Leave wty in bUss^ thb heavenly ntnt, 

Revere, ye just, her am ; 
Her vittoas. Ugh and exeeUeot, 
Astrea gone wemoam* 

' Commemorate, aiy sans, the day 

Which gave great Anna Wrtli> 
Keep it for ever and lor aye, 

And annual be yonr mirth*' 

Illnstrions Gkofge saw ttls ^o thaane, 

Oar wise bea^ good king; 
Who can his woadrons deeds make knowa^ 

Or his bright actioas sing ! 

Tliee, fiivonrite Nero, he has deign'd 

To raise to high degree ! 
Well thon thy honours hast sustained. 

Well vouch'd tliy ancestiy. 

Bot pass— These honours on thee laid, 
Can they e'er make thee white? 

Don't Gaphny's blood, which thou hait shed, 
Tby guilty soul affright? 
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Oh ! is there not, grim mortal, tell. 

Places of bliss tmd woe? 
Oh ! is there not a Heaven* a hell? 

Bnt whither wilt thou go? 

Can noogfat change thy obdorate mind ? 

Wilt thoo for ever rail ? 
The prophet on thee well refined. 

And set thy wit to sale. 

How thou art lost to sense and shamt 

Three coontries witness be ; 
Tliy conduct all jost men do bhune, 

Uhera has Damme f 

Dame Justice waits thee, well I ween, 

Her flword is brandisli'd liigh ; 
Nought can thee from her vengeance screen, 

Nor canst thou from her fly. . 

Heavy her ire will fall on thee, 

The glittering steel is sure : 
Sooner or later, all agree, 

She cuts off the impure. 

To her I leave thee, gloomy Peer, 
Think on thy crimes committed ; 

Bepent, and he for onee sincere. 
Thou ne'er wilt be De-Wilted. 
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DOWNHALL\ 

A BALLAD. 

/ Jb the tune if King John and th4Jbbot iff CmiUrbur^, 

WRITTBN IN THE TSAE 1715. 

I UNO not old Jasoo who traveird throogfa Greece 
To kiss the fiur maids and pouen the rich fleece^ 
Nor sing I £oea8, who, led by his mother. 
Got rid of one wife and went fur for another, 
Derry down, down, hey derry down* 

Nor him who through Asia and Europe did roam, 
Ulysses by name, who ne*er car'd to go home, 
Bat rather desif'd to see cities and men, 
Than return to his farms, and converse with old Pen. 
Deny dowuf &c. 

Hang Homer and Virgil ; their meaning to seek, 
A man must have pok*d into Latin and Greek ; 
Those who love their own tongue, we have reason 

to hope. 
Have read them translated by Dryden and Pope ; 
Derry down, &c. 

Bnt I nng of exploits that have lately been done 
By two British heroes call'd Matthew and John ', 

> Down Hsll U sitnaled three milce 8. E. ftom HatlleM 
Broad Oak Cbnrcb in Easex, and waa parctaated Jointly bj 
Prior and Lord Harl^, to whom it whoUj reverted on the 
dealbofthepoet. 

« Matthew Prior* and John Morler of Halstead in Bsflcx. 
bred a butctaer» bat accoanted. one of the greatest land- 
Jobbera in England. In taouonr of his profession he an. 
anally kUlcd a bog, la the pttbUc:auu1(et,iUid to«k a giwt 
for it. Hedledl.73S. 
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And how they rid friendly from fine London town, 
Fair Essex to 8ee» and a place tbc^ call Down, 
Deny down, &c. 

Now ere they went tmi^ yofi ftiay rightly sappose 

Haw BMMb tiiey diBeowa'd <hoth a* prwiBiiGO and 
prose: 

For before this gr^f jotirfley* WftS thoroogbly con- 
certed ) 

Full often they met, and as often .they parted; 
Deny down, &c. 

And th«s MatHMw said, ' Ii»ok ^«» harefiny Aland 
Ifiuilyh»ratnlYaH'dyaansthiNy«»d^«M, [John, 
And thoBgh I stiU carried my Sovereign's warrant!^ 
I only have gone upon other folks' errands ; 
Deny down, &c. 

Aaid iMMr in thM jowBey of life I wvNlld^hafTO [gv^ 
A place where to bait 'twist (be comt and tha 
Where joyful to live^Aot unwiMing to die.'-— 
* Gadcooks, I have just snob a place in my eye, 
J^ejnry down, &c. 

There are gardens so stately, and arbooits jo thick, 
A portal af ative, and a fthvie of Mak ; 
The matter next week shall iwjiH in yotir pow'r; 
Bat the money,OadaooK0» most hue p^id to^ boor j 
Deny down, &:c. 

For things in this world mast by law be made certain; 
We both inoit repair onto OUver Martin ^i 
For be is a lawyer of worthy mmwh t 
I'il briflig you to see ; be mast ^ yott at Doim/ 
Deny down, &c. 

ptrtics ai conveyancer. Set Priori HW. •< 
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Qaoth MatiheWy < I know that from Berwick to 
Yoa' ve sold all oar premises over and over , [Dover, 
And now if your buyers and sellers agree, 
You jnay throw all our acres into the Soath-sea, 
Derry down, &c. 

< Bat a word to the purpose ; to-morrow, dear friend, 
Well see what to-night you so highly commend ; 
And if with a garden and house I am bless'd. 
Let the devil and Goningsby * go with the rest,' 
Derry down, &c. 

Then answer'd 'SqaireMorley, < Pray, get a calash. 
That in sammer may burn, and in winter may splash $ 
I love dirt and dtist; and 'tis always my pleasure 
To take wiih me mach of the soil that I measure,' 
Derry down, &c. 

Bot Matthew thought better, for Matthew thought 

right. 
And hired a cliariot so trim and so tight, [pass ; 
That extremes both of winter and summer might 
For one window was canvass, the other was glass, 
Derry down, &c. 

' Draw op,' qaoth friend Matthew ; < pull down,' 

quoth friend John, 
* We shall be botli hotter and colder anon ;' 
Thus talking and scolding they forward did speed, 
AndRalpho pac'd by under Newman the Swede^ 
Derry down, &c. 

Into ao old inn did this equipage roll. 

At a town they call Hodsdon, tlie sign of the Bull, 



* Lord Goningsby, with whom he bad differed. 
f receding Ballad af the Vitxroy, 
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Near a nymph with annni, that dmdes the highway. 
And into a puddle throws mother of tea, 
Derry down, &c. 

* Come here, my sweetkindlady ; pray^how d'ye de ' ? 
Where is Cic'ly so cleaiily, and Prudence, and Soe? 
And where is the widow that dwelt here below? 
And the hostler that sang about eight years ago? 

Deny down, &c. 

And where is your sister, so mild and so dear? 
Whose voice to her maids like a tnmipet was clear.* 

* By my troth,' she replies, ' you grow younger, 

I think. 
And pray, sir, what wine does the gentleman drink? 
Deny down, &c. 

< Why now let me die, sir, or live upon trust. 

If I know to which question to answer you first : 
Why things, sinceJ saw you, most strangely have 

varied ; 
The hostler is hang'd, and the widow is married ; 
Derry down, &c. 

* And Prue left a child for the parish to nurse ; 
And Cic'ly went off with a gentleman's purse ; 
As to my sister, so mild and so dear, 

She has lain in the church-yard full many a year^' 
Derry down, &c. 

< Well, peace to her ashes ; what signifies grief? 
She roasted red veal, and she powder'd lean beef; 
Full nicely she knew to cook op a fine dish. 

For tough were her pullets, and tender her fish f 
Derry dovt'n, &c« 

^ Tb}8 i» Mr. Morley'i address (o the bostess. I 

I 
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< For that matter, sir, be ye 'squire, knight, or lord, 
I'll give yoo wbate'er a good inn can afford : 
I shonld look on myself as unhappily sped, 
Did I yield to a sister, or living or dead ; 
Derry down, &c. 

' Of mntton, a delicate neck and a breast 
Shall swim in the water in which they were dress'd ; 
And becanse yon great folks are with rarities taken. 
Addle-eggs shall be next course, tost up with rank 
Derry down, &c. [bacon ;• 

Then supper was serv'd, and the sheets they were 

laid, 
And Moriey most lovingly whisper'd the maid : 
' The maid 1 was she handsome ^ why, truly, so, so : 
But what Moriey whisper'd we never shall know * 
Derry down, &c. 

Then up rose these heroes as brisk as the sun. 
And their horses, like his, were prepared to mn : 
Now when in the morning Mattask'd for the score, 
John kindly had paid it the evening before, 
Derry down, &c. 

Their break&st so warm, to be sure they did eat, 
(A custom in travellers mighty discreet;) [on, 
And thus with great friendship and glee they went 
To find out the place yon shall hear of anon ; 
Called Down, Down, hey deny down. 

Bnt what did they talk of from morning till noon? 
Why, of spots m the sun, and the man in the moon ; 
Of the Czar's gentle temper, the storks in the City, 
The wise men ofOreece,andthe Secret Committee, 
Derry down,.&c. 
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So to Harlow they came; and ' Hey, where a^ 

yoa all ? 
Shew lis into the parionr, and mind when I call : 
Why, your maid* have no motion, your men have 

no life ; 
Well, master, I hear yoo have buried your wife, 
Derry down, &c. 

< Come this very instant, take care to provide 
Tea, sugar, and toast, and a horse and a guide: 
Are the Harrisons here, both the old and the young ? 
And where stands fair Down?* the delight of ray 
Derry down, &c. [song, 

* O 'Sqnire, to the grief of my heart I may say, 

I have buried two wives since yoo travell'd this way ; 
And the Harrisons both may be presently here ; 
And Down stands, I think, where it stood the last 
Derry down, &c. [year,* 

Then Joan brought the tea-pot, and Caleb the toast. 
And the wine was froth'd out by tlie hand of mine 

host; 
But we clear'd our extempore banquet so fast. 
That tlie Harrisons both were forgot in tlie haste, 
Derry down, &:c. 

Now hey for Down Hall ; for the guide he was got ; 
The chariot was mounted ; the horses did trot ; 
The guide be did bring ns a dozen miles round ; 
But, oh ! all in vain, for no Down could be found. 
Deri7 down, &c. 

* O thou Popish guide, thou hast led us astray :*•*- 
Says be, * How the devil should I know the way? 

. I never yet travell'd this road in my life ; 
Bat Donm ties on the left, I was told by my wife ;' 
Derry down, &c. 
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' Tbj wife/ answer'd Matthew, ^ when she went 

abroad. 
Ne'er told thee of half the by>ways she had trod ; 
Peihaps she met friends, and brought pence to tby 

bonse. 
Bat thoo «halt go home without ever a souse : 
Deny down, &c. 

< Mliat is this diiag,MoTley,and bow ean yon mean it ? 
We have lost our estate here, before we have seen it. 
' Have patience,' soft Morley, in anger, replied i 

* To find ont onr way, let us send off our guide. 

Derry down, &c. 

' Q here I spy D)»wn ; cast your eye to the west, 
Where a windmill so stately stands plainly confessed.' 
' On the west!' replied Blatthew, * no windmill I 

find; 
As well thou ma/st tell me I see the west wind. 
Derry down, &c. 

' Now fMirdon me, Moriey, the windmill I spy, 

But, faithful Achates, no faonse is there mgh.' 

' Look again,' says inild Morley, ' Gadzooks, yon 

are blind ; 
The miU stands before, and the house lies behind ; 
Derry down, &c. 

' O, now a low, min'd, white shed, I discern, 
Until'd and nnglaa'd, I believe 'tis a bam.' 
' A bam ! why you rave ; 'tis a house for a 'squire, 
A justice of peace, or a knight of our shire, 
Derry down, &c. 

A house shonld be built or with brick or with 
stone:' — 

* Why, 'tis piaster and lath) and I think that's all one : 
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And snch as it is, it has stood with great fame. 
Been called a Hall, and has given its name 

To Down, Down/ hey deny down.' 

* O Morley, O Morley, if that be a Hall, 

The fame with the building will suddenly fair — 

* With yonr friend Jemmy Gibbs ^ about boildings 

agree, 
My business b land, and it matters not me ; 
Deny down, &c. 

* I wish you could tell what a deuce yonr bead ails ; 
I show'd you Down Hall ; did you look for Versailles? 
Then take house and farm as John Ballett will let ye, 
For better for worse, as I took my dame Betkyi 

Derty down, &c« 

' And now, sir, a word to the wise is enough ; 
You'll make very little of all your old stuff; 
And to build at yonr age, by my troth, you grow 

simple ; 
Are you young and rich, like the master of \^mple ^ ? 
Derry down, &c. 

* If you have these whims of apartments and gardens. 
From twice fifty acres you'll ne'er see five farthings ; 
And in your's I shall find the true gentleman's fate, 
£re you finish yonr house you'll have spent your 

Derry down, &c. [estate ; 

* Now let us touch thumbs, and be firiends ere we 

part.* 

* Here, John, is my thumb ;' and < Here, Mat, is 

my heart : 

^ Architect of tke Ratcliffe Librtry, Oxoa, &c 
7 Edward, Earl of Oxford. 
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To Habtead I speed, and yoa go back to Town :*— 
Hins ends the tint part of the ballad of Down, 
Deny down, down, hey deriy down. 



SONG, 



If wine and mnnc have the power 

To ease the sk^kness of the son!, 
Let Phoebos every string explore. 

And Baccbas fill the sprightly bowl : 
Let them their fnendly aid employ 

To make my Chloe^s absence light, 
And seek for pleasnre to destroy 

The sorrows of this live-long night. 

Bat she to-morrow will retnm : 

Venus, be thon to-morrow great; 
Thy myrtles strow, thy odonrs bom. 

And meet thy favonrite nymph in state* 
K.uid goddesS) to no other pow'rs 

l^et ns to-morrow's blessings own ; 
Thy darling Love shall guide the hoars, 

And all the day be thine alone. 



,d by Google 



IQB tones AND BALLAM. 

SONGS 

SET TO nrusic by the most eminent masters. 

SET BY ABEL. 

Reading ends in melancfaolyy 

Wine breeds vices.aDd diseases, 
Wealth is bnt care, and love but folly, 

Only friendship tmly pleases. 
My wealth, my books, my flask, my MoUy« 

Farewell all^ if friendship ceases. 

SET BY PURCELL. 

Whither would my passion run? 

Shall I fly her, or pursue her? 
Losing her I am undone, 

Yet would not gain her, to nndo her. 

Ye tyrants of the human breast, 
Love and Reason ! cease yonr war, 

And order Death to give me rest, 
So each will equal triumph share. 

SET BY DB FESCH. 

Strbphonetta, why d'ye fly me, 

With such rigour in your eyes? 
Oh ! 'tis cruel to deny me, 

Since yonr charms I so much priie* 

But I plainly see the reason 

Why, in vain, 1 you pursued ; 
Her to gain 't was out of season, 

Who before the chaplain woo'd. 
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SET BY SMITH. 



Come, weep no more, for 'tis in Tain ; 

Tomient not thus yonr pretty heart; 
Think, Flavia, we may meet again. 

As well as that we now most part. 

Yon sigh and weep ; the gods neglect 
That precious dew your eyes let fall ; 

Onr joy and grief with like respect 
They mind, and that is not at all. 

We pray, in hopes they will be kind. 
As if they did regard onr state ; 

They hear, and the retnm we find 
Is that no prayers can alter F^te, 

Then clear yonr brow and look more gay : 
Do not yourself to grief resign ; 

Who knows but that those powers may 
The pair they now have parted join ? 

But since they have thus cruel been, 
And conld snch constant lovers severi 

I dare not trust, lest, now they 're in, 
They should divide ns two for ever. 

Then, Flavia,.come, and let as grieve. 
Remembering, thoagh, npon what soore ; 

This onr last parting look believe, 
Believe we must embrace no more. 

Yet should onr sun shine out at last. 
And Fortune, without more deceit, 

Throw but one reconciling cast 
To make two wandering lovers meet -, 
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How great, then, would our pleasure be 
To find Heav'n kinder than bellev'di 

And we, who had no hopes to see 
Each other, to be thus deceiv'd ! 

But say, should Heav'n briog no relief. 
Suppose our sun should never rise ; 

Why, then, what's due to such a grief 
We 've paid already with onr eyes. 

SET BY DE FESCH. 

Let perjur'd, fair Amynta know 
What for her sake I iindergo $ 
Teli her, for her how I sustain 
A ling'ring fever's wasting pain ; 
Tell her the torments I endure. 
Which only, only, she can cure. 

But, oh ! she scorns to hear or see 
The wretch that lies so low as me ; 
Her sudden greatness turns her braiOi 
And Strephon hopes, alas ! in vain ! 
For ne*er 't was found (though often tried) 
That Pity ever dwelt with Pride. 

SET BY DE FESCH. 

Philus, this pious talk give o^er. 
And modestly pretend no more, 

It is too plain an art : 
Surely yon take me for a fool, 
And would by this prove me so duU 

As not to know your heart. 
In vain you fancy to deceive ; 
For truly I can ne'er believa 
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Bot thb is all a sham ; 
Since way one may plaialy lee 
You'd only save yoaraelf witii me, 

And with another damn. 



8BT BY 8M1TB. 

Still, Dorinda, I adore ; 

Think I mean not to deceive ye, 
F6r I lov*d you much before, 
And, alas ! now love you more, 

^ougfa I force myself to leave you« 

Staying I my vows shall fail, 

Virtue yields as love grows stronger; 
Fierce desires will sure prevail; 
You are fair, and I am fiail. 

And dare trust myself no longer. 

Yon, my love, too nicely coy, 

Lest I should have gained the treasure, 
Made my tows and oatlis destroy 
The pleasing hopes I did enjoy 

Of all my future peace and pleasure. 

To my vows I have been, true, 

And in silence hid my anguish. 
But I cannot promise, too. 
What my love may make me do 

While with her for whom I languish ; 

For in thee strange magic lies. 

And my heart is too, too tender ; 
Nothing's proof against those eyes^ 
Best resolves and strictest ties 

To their force must soon surrender. 
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Bot, DoriDda> yon 're seyere, 

I, mnch doating, thus to seTer ; 
Since from all I bold most dear, 
Tliat yoa may no longer fear, 
I divorce myself for ever. 



SET BY OE FESCH. 

Is it, O LoTe, thy want of eyes, 

Or by the Fates decreed. 
That hearts so seldom sympathize, 

Or for each other bleed ? 
If thoo woaldst make two youthful hearts 

One amorous shaft obey, 
^would sa?e thee the expense of darts, 

And more extend thy sway. 

Forbear, alas ( thus to destroy 

Thyself, thy growing power. 
For that which would be stretch'd by joy, 

Despair will soon devour. 

Ah ! wound, then, ray relentless fair, 

For thy own sake and mine ; 
That boundless bliss may be my share, 

And double glory thine. 

SET BY SMITH. 

Why, Harry, what ails yon ? why look you so sad ? 
To think and ne'er drink, will make you stark mad. 
'Tis the mistress, the friend, and the bottle, old boy. 
Which create all the pleasure poor mortals enjoy ; 
But wine of the three *s the most cordial brother, 
For one it relieves, and it strengthens the oth«r. 
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SET BT DE FESCU. 



MoRBLLA, charniiog without art. 

And kind without design, 
Can never lose the smallest part 

Of SQcb a heart as mine. 

Oblig'd a thoDsand several ways, 
It ne*er can break her chains, 

While passion, which her beantiea laisey 
My gratitude maintains* 



SET BY SMITH. 

Since my words, though ne'er so tender. 
With sinccrest truth expressed, 

Cannot make your heart surrendf^r, 
Nor so much as warm your breast ; 

What will move the springs of Nature f 
What will make yon think me true? 

Tell me, thon mysterious creature, 
Ten poor Strephon what will do. 

Do not, Charmion, rack your lover 
Thus, by seeming not to know 

What so plainly all discover, 
What bis eyes so plainly sbow^ 

Fair one, 'tis yourself deceiving, 
Tis against your reason's laws ; 

Atheist-like, the' elfect perceiving. 
Still to disbelieve the cause. 
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SET BY DE FESCH. . 

Love ! inform thy feithful creature 
How to keep his fBir-one's heart; 

Must it be by troth of natare, 
Or by poor dissembliog art ? 

TeU the secret, show the wonder, 
How we both may gain oar ends ; 

J am lost if we 're^tlSunder, 
Ever tortnr'd if we *re friends. 



SET BT SMITH. 

Once I was unconiin'd and free^ 
Would I had been so still ! 

Enjoying sweetest liberty. 
And roving at my will. 

But now, not master of my heart, 

Cnpid does so decide, 
That two she-tyrants shall it part» 

And so poor me divide. 

Victoria's will I most obey, 
She acts without control ; 

Phillis has such a taking way, 
She charms my very soul. 

Deceived by Phillis' looks and smiles. 

Into her snares I mn ; 
Victoria shows me all her wiles, 

Which yet I dare not shun. 

From one I fancy every kiss 
Has something in 't divine ; 

And, awful, taste the balmy bliss 
That joins her lips with mine. 
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But 'wheo the' other I embrace, 

Thougli she be not a qoeen, 
Methioks 'tis sweet with such a hut 

To tumble on the green. 

Tbns here yon see a shared heart, 

Bat I, meanwhile, the fool ; 
Each in it has An eqnal part, 

Bat neither yet the whole. 

Nor will it, if I right forecast. 

To either wholly yield j 
I 6od the time approaches fast 

When both must quit the field. 



SET BY DE FESCH. 

Farewell, Araynta, we must part ; 

The charm has lost its pow'r 
Which held so fast my captiv'd heart 

Until this fatal hour. 

Hadst thou not thus my love abus'd. 

And os'd me ne'er so ill, 
Thy cmelty I had excus'd. 

And I had lov'd thee still. 

Bat know, my soul disdained thy sway, 
And scorns thy charms and thee, 

To which each flattering coxcomb may 
As welcome be as me. 

Think in what perfect bliss yoa reign'd. 

How lov'd before thy fiill ; 
And now, alas! bow much disdain'd 

By me, and scom'd by all. 
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Yet thinking of each happy hoar 

Which I with thee baT« spent, 
So robs ray rage of all its pew'r, 

That I almost relent* 

But pride will never let me bow ; 

No more thy charms can move ; 
Yet thon art worth my pity now. 

Because thou hadst my love. 

SET BY SMITH. 

Accept, my Love, as true a heart 

As ever lever gave ; 
'Tis free (it vows) from any art, 

And proud to be your slave. 

Then take it kindly, as 'twas^eant, 

And let the giver live,^ 
Who with it would the world have sent, | 

Had it been his to give. 

And that Dorinda may not fear 

I e'er wiil prove nntrae, 
My vows shall, ending with the year, 

With it begin anew. 

SET BY DE FE:SCH. 

■ Since by ill fete I'm forc'd away, 

And snatched so soon from those dear arms. 
Against my will I mtist obey. 
And leave those sweet endearing charms. 

Yet still love on, and never fear 
But yon and constancy will prove 

Enough my present flame to bear, 

And mike me, though in absence, love : 
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For though your presence Fate denies, 

I feel> alas ! the killing smart. 
And can, with undiscemed eyes, 

Behold your picture in my heart 



8£T BY DB FESCH. 

Touch the lyre, touch every string ; 
Touch it, Orpheus ; I will sing 
A song which shall immortal be, 
ISince she I sing 's a deity ; 
A Leonora, whose bless'd birth 
Has no relation to this eartlu 



SET BY DE FESCH. 

In vain, alas ! poor Strephon tries 
To ease his tortnr'd breast, 
* Since Amoret the cure denies. 
And makes his pain a jest. 

Ah I fair-one, why to me so coy. 

And why to him so true ? 
Who with more coldness slights the joy, 

Than I with iove pursue. 

Die, then, unhappy lover, die ; 

For since she gives thee death. 
The world has nothing that can bay 

A minnte more of breath. 

m 

Yet though I could your scorn outlive, 

Twere folly, since tome 
Not love itself a joy can §ive 

Bat, Amoret, hi thee. 

TOL. I. I 
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SET BY DE FESCH. 

Well, I will never more complain. 

Or call the Fates unkind ; 
Alas ! how fond it is, how vain! 
Bnt self-conceitedness does reign 

In every mortal mind. 
Tis true they long did me deny, 

Nor would permit a sight ; 
I rag*d, for I could not espy 
Or think that any harm could lie 

Disguis'd in tliat delight. 

At last, my wishes to fultil. 

They did their power resign ; 
I saw her, bat I wish I still 
Had been obedient to their will, 

And they not unto mine. 
"Yet I by this have leam'd the wit 

Never to grieve or fret ; 
Contentedly I will submit. 
And think that best which they think fit. 

Without the least regret. 

SET BY c. lu 
Chloe beauty has and wit, 

And an air that is not common ; 
Every charm in her does meet. 

Fit to make a handsome woman.' 

But we do not only find 
Here a lovely face or feature. 

For she's merciful and kind ; 
Beauty's answered by good-nature. 
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She is always doing good. 

Of her fiivonn never sparing ; 
And, as all good Christians shoold. 

Keeps poor mortals from despairing. 

Jove the power knew of her charms, 
And that no man could endHre them, 

So, providing 'gainst all harmsy 
Gave to her the power to core them. 



Since, Moggy, I man bid adien, 

How can I help despairing? 
Let cmel Fate us still parsue, 

There 's nought more worth my caring* 

Twas she alone could calm my soul. 
When racking thoughts did grieve me ; 

Her eyes my tronble could control. 
And into joys deceive me. 

Farewell, ye brooks ! no more along 
Yonr banks mun I be walking ; 

No more you'll hear my pipe or song, 
Or pretty Moggy's talking. 

Bnt I by death an end will give 
To grief, since we mun sever ; 

For who can after parting live, 
Ought to be wretched ever. 



SoUB kind angel, gently flying, 
Mov'd with pity at my pain, 

Ten Corinna I am dying. 
Till vrith joy we meet again. 
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Tell Corinoa, since we parted 
I have never known delight ; 

And shall soon be broken-hearted. 
If I longer want heir sight. 

Tell her how her lover, moaming,' 
Thinks each lazy day a year, 

Cursing every morn returning, 
Since Corinna is not here. 

Tell her too, not distant pfoces, 
(Will she be but true and kind) 

Join'd with time and change of feces^ 
E'er shall shake my constant mind. 



Haste, my Nannette, 

My lovely maid, 
Haste to the bower 
Thy swain has made. 

For thee alone 

I made the bower, 
And strew'd the couch 

With many a flower. 

None but roy sheep 

Shall near us come: 
Venus be prais'd 

My sheep are dumb. 

Great god of love 
Take thou my crook. 

To keep the wolf 
From NiuiDette'iifloek, 
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Goard thou the sheep 

To her so dear ; 
My own, alas! 

Are less my care. 

Bat of the wolf 

If thou'rt aihud. 
Come not to us 

TocaUforaid; 
For with her swaui 

My lore shall stay, 
Thongh the wolf stroll, 

And the sheep stray. 



Whilst others proclaim 
This nymph or that swain, 

Dearest Nelly the lovely Til sing; 
She shall grace every verse, 
111 her heanties rehearse, 

Which lovers can't think an ill thing. 
Her eyes shine as bright 
As stars in the night ; 

Her complexion divinely is iair ; 
Her 1^ red as a cherry, 
Would a hermit make merry, 

And black as a coal is her hair. 



Her breath, like a rose. 
Its sweets does disclose, 

Whenever yon ravish a kiss ; 
like iv'ry inchas'd. 
Her teeth are well plac'd ; 

An exquisite beauty she is. 
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She'k blooming as May, 
Brisk, lively, and gay, 

Tiie Graces play all roand about heF; 
She's prudent and witty, 
Sings wondronsly pretty, 

Aod there is no lif ing without her. 
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THI 

TURTLE AND SPARROW. 

• AN ELEGIAC TALE '. 

Behind an nnfrequented glade, 
Where ye^ and myrtle mix their shade, 
A widow Turtle pensive sate, 
And wept her murder'd lovers fate. 
The Sparrow chanc'd that way to walk, 
(A bird that loves to chirp and talk) 
Be sure he did the Turtle greet, 
She answered him as she thought meet : 
Sparrows and Turtles, by the by. 
Can think as well as you or I ; 
But how they did their thoughts express. 
The margin shows by T. and S. 

T. My hopes are lost, my joys are fled, 
Alas ! I weep Columbo dead : 
Come, all ye winged lovers, come. 
Drop pinks and daisies on his tomb; 
Sing, Philomel, his funeral verse, 
Ye pious Redbreasts, deck his hearse; 
Fair Swans, extend your dying throats, 
Colnmbo's death requires your notes; 

» This Dieee was written upon the sincere affection shown 
by Queen Anne for Uie loss of her royal consort, Prince 
<Seorge of Denmarki 17QB. 
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For him, my friend, for him I moan. 
My dear Colombo, dead and gone. 

Stretch'd on the bier Colombo lies. 
Pale are his cheeks, and clos'd his eyes ; 
Those cheeks, where Beauty smiling lay. 
Those eyes, where Love was ns'd to play ; 
Ah! cruel Fate, alas! how soon 
That beanty, and those joys are flown ! . 

Colombo is no more : ye Floods, 
Bear the sad soond to distant woods ; 
The sound let Echo's voice restore. 
And say, Colombo is no more. 
Ye Floods, ye Woods, ye Echoes, moan 
My dear Colombo, dead and gone. 

The Dryads all forsook the wood, 
And moarufiil Naiads round me stood. 
The tripping Fawns and Fairies came, 
All conscioos of our mutual flame, 
To sigh for him, witli roe to moan. 
My dear Colombo, dead and gone. 

Venus disdained not to appear, 
Jo lend my grief a friendly ear; 
But wbat avails her kindness now? 
She ne'er shall hear my second vow : 
The Loves, that round their mother flew, 
Did in her face her sorrows view; 
Their drooping wings they pensive hung. 
Their arrows broke, their bows unstrung; 
They heard attentive what I said. 
And wept, with me, Colombo dead : 
For him I sigh, for him I moan, 
My dear Colnmbo, dead and gone. 

* Tis ours to weep,' great Venus said^ 
^ 'Tis Jove's alone, to be obey'd ; 
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Nor biitb nor goddeises can move 
The just behests of fatal Jove : 
I saw thy mate wit|p sad regret. 
And cors'd the fowler^s cruel net ; 
Ah, dear Columbo» how Ite fell. 
Whom Tnrtnrella loVd so well ! 
I saw him bleeding on the ground. 
The sight tore up my ancient woimd ! 
And whilst yon wept, alas ! I cried, 
Colnmbo aud Adonis died.' 

Weep, all ye Streams, ye Monntasns, groan ; 
I mourn Colombo, dead and gone ; 
Still let my tender grief complain, 
Nor day nor night that grief restrain; 
I said, and Venus still replied, 
' Colnmbo and Adonis died.' 

S. Poor Turturella, bard thy case, 
And just thy tears, alas I alas! 

T. And hast thou lov'd, and canst thou hear 
With piteous heart a lover's care? 
Come, then, with me thy sorrows join, 
And ease my woes by telling thine ; 
For thou, poor bird, perhaps may'st moan 
Some Passerella, dead and gone. 

S, Dame IVirtle, this runs soft in rhyme. 
But neither suits the place nor time ; 
The fowler's hand, whose cruel care 
For dear Colombo set the snare. 
The snare again for thee may set ; 
Two birds may perish in one net: 
Tlioii shouldst avoid this cruel field. 
And sorrow should to prudence yield. 
Tis sad to die — 
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T. It may be so; 

Tis sadder yet to live in woe, 

S. When widows nse their canting strain, 
They seem resolv'd to wed again. 

T. When widowers would this truth disprove, 
They never tasted real love. 

S. Love is soft joy and gentle strife, 
His efforts all depend on life : 
When he has thrown two golden darts, 
And struck the lovers' mutual hearts. 
Of his black shafts let Death send one, 
Alas! the pleasing game is done; 
III is the poor survivor sped, 

A corpse feels mighty cold in bed. 

Venus said right, * Nor tears can move. 

Nor pkiints revoke, the will of Jove.* 
All must obey the general doom, 

Down from Alcides to Tom Thumb. 

Grim Pluto will not be withstood 

By force or craft. Tall Robinhood, 

As well as little John, is dead, 

(You see how deeply I am read) 

With Fate's lean tipstaff none can dodge^ 

He'll find you out where'er you lodge. 

Ajaz, to shun his general power. 

In vain absconded in a ilower: 

An idle scene Tythonus acted, 

When to a grasshopper contracted; 

Death struck them in those shapes agaiii. 

As once he did when they were men. 
For reptiles perish, plants decay ; *) 

Flesh is but grass, grass turns to hay, >' 

And hay to dung, and dung to clay. ) 
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Thus beads extremely nice discoverv 
Tliat folks may die some ten times over ; 
Bat oft, by too refin'd a toach. 
To prove things plain, they prove too mncb. 
Whate'er Pythagoras may say, 
(For each, yon know, will have his way) 
With great submission I pronounce, 
That people die no more than once : 
But once is sure, and death is common 
To bird and man, including woman : 
FVom the spread eagle to Sie wren, 
Alas ! DO mortal fowl knows when. 
All that wear feathers, first or hist, 
Must one day perch on Charon's mast;. 
Must lie beneath the cypress shade, 
Where Strada's nightingale was laid. 
Hiose fowl who seem alive to sit. 
Assembled by Dan Chaucer's wit. 
In prose have slept three hundred years, 
Exempt from worldly hopes and fears. 
And, laid in state upon their hearse, 
Are truly but embalm'd in verse. 
As sure as Lesbh's Sparrow I, 
Thou sure as Prior'ft Dove, must die; 
And ne'er again from Lethe's streams 
Return to Addua or to Thames, 

T. I therefore weep Columbo dead. 
My hopes bereav'd, my pleasures fled ; 
I therdbre must for ever moan 
My dear Columbo, dead and gone. 

S, Columbo never sees your tears^ 
Your cries Columbo never bears; 
A wall of brass, and one of lead, 
Pivide tbe living from the deadi 
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RepelPd by this, the gather'd rain 

Of tears beats back to earth again ; 

In t*other the collected sound 

Of groans, when once received, is drown'd. 

Tis therefore vain one hour to grieye 

What time itself can ne*er retrieve. 

By nature soft, I know a dove 

Can never live without her love ; 

Then quit this flame, and light another. 

Dame, I advise yon like a brother. 

T. What, I to make a second choice! 
In other nnptials to rejoice I 

S. Why not, my bird? — 

T. ^»-No, S|>arrow, no; 
Let me indulge my pleasing woe : 
Thus sighing, cooing, ease my pai% 
But never wish nor love again : 
Distressed, for ever let m« moan 
My dear Colnmbo, dead and gone. 

S. Oar winged friends, through all the grove. 
Contemn thy mad excess of love : 
I tell thee, Dame, the other day 
I met a parrot and a jay, 
Who mock*d thee in their mimic fonen 
And wept Columbo, dead and gone. 

T. Whate'er the jay or parrot said. 
My hopes are lost, my joys are fled, 
And I for ever must deplore 
Columbo, dead and gone.— & Encore ! 
For shame, forsake this Bion-style ; 
We'll talk an hour, and walk a mile. 
Does it with sense or health agree, 
To sit thus moping on a tree ? 
To throw away a widow's life. 
When you again may be a m^; 
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Come on, I'O tell yon my amours ; 
Who knows but they may influence yonr*s ? 
Example draws where precept fails, 
And sermons are less read than tales. 

T. Sparrow, I take thee for my friend ; 
As soch will hear thee : I descend ; 
Hop on and talk ; but, honest bird, 
Take care that no immodest word 
May venture to offend my ear. 

&, Too saint-like Turtle, never fear. 
By method things are best discussed, 
Begin we then with wife the first : 
A handsome, senseless, awkward fool. 
Who would not yield, and could not rule ; 
Her actions did her charms disgrace. 
And still her tongne talk'd of her face ; 
Count me the leaves on yonder tree. 
So many different wills had she. 
And, like the leaves, as chance inclin*d. 
Those wills were cfaang'd with every vHnd : 
She courted the beaiMnonde to-night, 
VassembUe her supreme delight -, 
The next she sat immur'd, unseeq. 
And in full health enjoyed the splaen } 
She censored that, she alter'd this, 
And witlf great care set all amiss } 
She now could chide, now laugh, qqw ci-y. 
Now sing, now pout, all Ood knows why : 
Short was her reign, she coughed and died :-^ 
Proceed we to my second bride : 
Well born she was, genteely bred, 
And buxom both at board and bed j 
Glad to oblige, and pleased to please, 
Andy as Tom Sovthem- wisely says. 
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* No ether hn\t bad she in life. 

But only that she was ray wife '•' 

O widow Turtle ! every she, 

(So Nature's pleasure does decree) 

Appears a goddess till enjoy'd ; 

But birds, and men, and gods, are doy'd. 

Was Hercules one woman's man ? 

Or Jove for ever Leda's swan? 

Ah ! Madam, c^ase to be mistaken, 

Few married fowl peck Dunmow-bacon* 

Variety alone gives joy; 

The sweetest meats the soonest cloy. 

Mliat Sparrow-dame, what Dove alive, 

Thongh Venus should the chariot drive, 

But would accuse the harness' weight, 

If always coupled to one mate -, 

And often wish the fetter broke ? 

'Tis freedom but to change the yoke. 
T. Impious, to wbh to wed again. 

Ere death dissolv'd the former chain I 
S. Spare your remark, and hear the rest. 

She brought me sons, but, Jove be bless'd, 

She died in ch^lbed, on the nest. 

Well, rest her ftpnes, quoth I, she's gone ; 

But must I therefore lie alone ? 

What, am I to her memory tied ? 

Must I not live, because she died? 

And thus I logically said, 

('Tis good to have a reasoning head) 

Is this my wife? probatuTf not ; 

For death dissolv'd the iparriage-knot : 

She was, eoncedo, during life ; 

Bat is a piece of clay a wife ? 

1 tee the Wifs's Excase, a comedy. 
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Again, if not wife, do ye see. 
Why then no kin at all to me ; 
And be who general tears can shed 
For folks that happen to be dead. 
May e'en with equal justice mourn 
For those, who never yet were bom. 

T. Those pouits, indeed, you quaintly prove ; 
But logic is no friend to love. 

S. My children then were just pen-feather*d ; 
Some little com for them I gather'd. 
And sent them to my spouse's mother. 
So left that brood to get another ; 
And as old Harry whilom said, 
Reflecting on Anne Boleyn dead, 
' Cocksbones, I now a|ain do stand 
The jolliest bachelor i' tb' land.' 

T. Ah me! my joys, my hopes, are fled ; 
My first, my only love, is dead ; 
With endless grief let me bemoan 
Colombo's loss 

S, Let me go on. 

As yet my fortune was but narrow ; 
1 woo'd my cousin, Pbilly Sparrow, 
^ O' tb' elder house of Chirping-End, 
^ From whence the younger branch descend. 
Well seated in a field of pease 
She liv'd, extremely at her ease ; 
Bat when the honey-moon was pass'd. 
The following nights were soon o'ercast ; 
She kept her own, could plead the law. 
And quarrel for a barley-straw : 
Both, you may judge, became less kind. 
As more»we knew each other*s mind. 
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She soon grew sallen ; I, hard-hearted ; 
We scolded, hated, fought, and parted, 
To London, blessed town f I went; 
She boarded at a farm in Kent : 
A magpie from the country fled. 
And kindly told roe — she was dead : 
I prun'd my feathers, cock'd my tail. 
And set my heart again to sale. 

My fourth, a mere coquette, or such 
I thought her ; nor avails it much. 
If true or false : oar troubles spring 
More from the fimcy than the thing. 
Two staring horns, I often said. 
But ill become a Sparrow's head ; 
But then to set that balance even. 
Your cuckold-Sparrow i^oes to heaven. 
The thing you fear, suppose it done, 
If you inquire, you make it known : 
Wliilst at the root your horns are sore, 
The more you scratch they ache the more. 
But turn the tables and reflect. 
All may not be that you suspect : 
By the mind's eye, the^homs we mean, 
Are only in ideas seen ; 
'Tis from the inside of the head 
Their branches shoot, their antlers spread ; 
Fruitful suspicions often bear them ; 
You feel them from the time you fear them* 
Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! that echo'd word 
Oflends the ear of vulgar bird ; 
But those of finer taste have found 
There's nothing in't beside the sound. 
Preferment always waits on horns, 
' nd household peace the gift adorns : 
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This way or that let factions tend. 
The spark is still the cuckold's friend : 
This way or that let madam roam, 
Well pleas'd and qolet she comes home. 
Now weigh the pleasure with the paio. 
The plus and tninuSf loss and gain ; 
And what La Fontaine laughing says, 
Is serions truth in such a case : 
* Who slights the evil, finds it least ; 
And who does nothing, does the best.* 
I never strove to rule the roast, 
She ne'er refus'd to pledge my toast: 
In visits if we chanced to meet, 
I seem*d obliging, she discreet : 
We neither much caress'd nor strove. 
But good dissembling pass'd for love. 

T. Whate'er of light' our eye may know, 
'Tis only light itself can show ; 
Whatever of love our heart can feel, 
'Us mutual love alone can tell. 

& My pretty, amorous, foolish bird, 
A moment's patience. — In one word, 
The three kind Sisters broke the chain -, 
She died, I mourn'd, and woo'd agaui. 

T. Let me with jnster grief deplore 
My dear Columbo, now no more ; 
Let me with constant tears bewail — 

S, Your sorrow does but spoil my tale. 
My fifth she prov'd a jealous wife, 
Ix>rd shield us all from such a life ! 
'Twas doubt, complaint, reply, chit-chat, 
Twas this to-day, to-morrow that. 
Sometimes, forsooth, upon' the brook 
I kept a miss ; an honest rook 

VOL. I. K 
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Told it a snipe, wbo told a steer. 
Who told it those who told it her. 

One day a linnet and a )ark 
Had met me stroUhig in the dark ; 
The next, a woodcock and an owl, 
Qnick-sighted, grave, and sober fowl, 
Would on their corporal oath allege 
I kiss'd a hen behind the hedge. 
Well, Madam Tortle ; to be brief, 
(Repeating but renews oar grief) 
As once she watch'd me from a rail. 
Poor soul I her footing chauc'd to fkil, 
And down she fell and broke her hip ; 
The fever came, and then the pip: 
Death did the only cure apply ^ 
She was at quiet, so was I. 

T. Could Love unmoved tliese changes view ? 
His sorrows, as his joys, are trae. 

S. My dearest Dove, one vrise man says, 
Alluding to our present case, 

* We're here to-day, and gone to-morrow -/ 
Then what avails superfluous sorrow ? 
Another, full as wise as he. 

Adds, that * a married man may see 
Two happy hours i* and which are they ? 
The first and last, perhaps you'll say : 
'Tis true, when blithe she goes to bed, 
And when she peaceably lies dead ; 

* Women 'twixt sheets are best,' 'tis said, 
Be they of holland or of lead. 

Now cur*d of Hymen's hopes and fears. 
And sliding down the vale of years, 
I hop'd to fix my future rest. 
And took a widow to toy nest. 
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Ah, Ttarfle! had sbe been like thee, 

Sober, yet gentie ; wiae, yet free j 

Bat she was peevish, noisy, bM, 

A witch ingrafted on a scold. 

Jove in Pandora's box confined 

A hundred ills to vex mankind ; 

To vex one bird, in her bandore 

He hid at least a hundred more : 

And soon as time that veil vrithdrew, 

The phigues o'er all the parish flew: 

Her stock of borrowed tears grew dnr, 

And native tempests arm'd her eye ; 

Black cloudii &roond her forehead hung, 

And thniider rattled on her tongne. 

We, yonng or old, or cock or hen, 

An liv'd in ^Bolus's den ; 

The nearer her the more accurst, 

Ill-fiir'd her friends, her husband worst ; 

But Jove amidst bis anger spares, 

Remarks our &ults, but hears our pray'rs 

In short she died. . « Why, then 8he% dead,' 

Quoth I, ' and once again I'll wed.' 

Wonld Heaven this mouming year were pass'd. 

One may have better luck at last. 

Matters at worst are sure to mend, 

ITie devil's wife vras but a fiend. 

T. Thy tale has rais'd a Turtle's spleen : 
Uxorions inmate f bird obscene ! 
Daeat thou defile these sacred groves, 
^Theae silent seats of laitfifiil loves ? 
6egone; with flagging wings sit down 
On acme old penthouse near the Town; 
Id brewers' stables peck thy grain. 
Then wash it down with puddled rain» 
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And hear thy dirty ofispring squall 
From bottles on a subnrb-walL 
Where thoo hast been, return again, 
Vile bird ! thou hast conversed with men ) 
Notions like tliese from men are given, 
Those yilest creatures under heaven. 

To cities and to courts repair, 
Flattery and falsehood flourish there ; 
There all tliy wretched arts employ, 
Where riches triumph overjoy. 
Where passions do with interest barter, 
And Hymen holds by Mammon's charter ; 
Where truth by point of law is parry'd, 
And knaves and prudes are six times marry'd. 

APPLICATION. 

O dearest daughter ' of two dearest friends! 
To thee my Muse this little Tale commends : 
•Loving and lov*d, regard thy future mate, 
Long love his person, though deplore his fate ; 
Seem young when old in thy dear husband's arms, 
For constant virtue has immortal charms -, 
And when I lie low sepulchred in earth, 
And the glad year returns thy day of birth, 
Vouchsafe to say, * Ere I could write or spell. 
The Bard, who from my cradle wish'd me well, 
Told me I should the prating Sparrow blame. 
And bad me imitate the Turtle's flame.' 

1 Udjr Marsaret Caveudiab Harley, afterwards Dnchcsc of 
Portiand. i 
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The Sceptics think *tma long ago 

Since gods came down tneogtntOf 

To see who were their friends or Ibes, 

And how oar actions fell or rose ; 

That since they gave things their beginning. 

And set this whirligig a-spinning, 

Sopine they in their heaven remain, 

Exempt from passion and from pain^ 

And frankly leave ns hnman elves 

To cnt and shnfQe for onrselves; 

To stand or walk, to rise or tumble, 

As matter and a# motion jnmble. 

The poets now, and painters, hold 
This thesis both absurd and bold, 
And your good-natnr'd gods, they say, 
Descend some twice or thrice a-^ay, 
Else all these things we toil so hard. in. 
Would not avail one single farthing ; 
For when the hero we rehearse, 
To grace his actions and our verse, 
nis not by dint of human thought 
That to his Latium he is brought ; 
Iris descends by Fate's commands, 
To guide his steps through foreign lands, 
And Amphitrite clears his vnty 
From rocks and quicksands in the sea. 

1 See Gayfon*! festivous notei on Don Qaixotte, whence 
this itpry Is supposed to be taken. 
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And if yoo see him m a sketdi, 
(Thoogb drawn by Paulo or Carache) 
He shows not half his force and strength, 
Stmtting in armour and at length ; 
That he may make his proper figure, 
The piece must yet be four yards bigger: 
The nymphs conduct him to the field, 
One holds his sword, and one his shield ; 
Mars, standing by, asserts his quarrel^ 
And Fame flies after with a laureL 

These points, I say, of specnlatioQ, 
(As twere to saye or sink the nation) 
Men, idly learned, will dispute, 
Assert, object, confirm, refiite; 
Each mighty angry, mighty right, 
With equal arms sustains the fight, 
Till now no umpire can agree tbein. 
So both draw off, and sing Te Demn, 

Is it in equiUbrio 
If deities descend or no ? 
Then let the' affirmatiye prevail, 
As requisite to form my Tale ; 
For by all parties 'tis confessed 
That those opmions are the best. 
Which m their nature most conduce 
To present ends and private use. 

Two gods came, ther^ore, from above. 
One Mercury, the other Jove ; 
The humour was, it seems, to know, 
If all the fiivonrs.they bestow. 
Could from our own perverseness ease us, 
And if our wish enjoy*d wcmld please as. 
Discoursing largely on thb theme. 
O'er hills and dales their godsliips came, 
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Till well-nigh tir'd at almost nighty 
They thonght it proper to alight. 

Note here, that it as true as odd is. 
That in disgnise a god or goddess 
Exerts no supemataral powei-s. 
But acts on maxims much like onrs : 
Hiey spied, at last, a country fiirm, 
Where all was simg» and clean, and warm ; 
For woods before, and hills behind, 
Secur'd it both from rain and wind : 
Large oxen in the field were lowing. 
Good grain was sow'd, good fruit was growing ; 
Of last year's corn in bams great store ; 
Fat turkeys gobbling at the door ; 
And Wealth, in short, with Peace consented, 
That people here should live contented ; 
But did they in effect do so ? 
Have patience, friend, and thou shalt know. 

The honest ^rmer and his wife. 
To years declin'd from prime of life. 
Had struggled with the marriage noose, 
As almost every couple does : 
Sometimes ' My plague!' sometimes * My darling!' 
Kissing to-day, to-morrow snarlmg ^ 
Jointly submitting to endure 
That evil which admits no cure. 

Our gods the outward gate unbiarr'd ; 
Our farmer met them in the yard ; 
Thought they were folks that, lost their way. 
And ask'd them civilly to stay ; 
Told them, for supper, or for bed, 
Xliey might go on and be worse sped.— • 

So said, so done ; the gods consent ; 
All three into tlie parlour went: 
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They compliment^ they sit, tbey chat. 
Fight o'er the vrars, reform the state -, 
A thouBand knotty points they clear, 
Till supper and my wife appear. 

Jove made his leg, and kiss'd the dame ; 
Obsequious Hermes did the same. 
Jove kiss'd the farmer's wife, yon say ! 
He did — bnt in an honest way : 
Oh ! not with half that warmth and life 
With which he kiss'd Amphitryon's wife. — 

Well, then, things handsomely were serv'd ; 
My mistress for the strangers carv'd. 
t How strong the beer, bow good the meat. 
How loud they laugh'd, how much they eat. 
In epic snmptuous would appear. 
Yet shall be pass'd in silence here ; 
For I should grieve to have it said 
That, by a fine description led, 
I made my episode too long. 
Or tir'd my friend, to grace my song. 

The grace-cup serv'd, the cloth away, 
Jove thought it time to show his play : 
' Landlord and landlady,' be cried| 
< Folly and jesting laid aside, 
That ye thus hospitably live, 
And strangers with good cheer receive, 
Is mighty grateful to your betters, 
And makes e'en gods themselves yoor debtors. 
To give this thesis plainer proof, ^ 

You have to-night beneath your roof 
A pair of gods : (nay, never wonder) 
This youth can fly, and I can thunder. 
I'm Jupiter, and he Mercnrins, 
My page, my son, indeed^ bat sparioua. 
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Form then three wishes, yon and Madam^ 
And, sure as yon already bad them. 
The things desa*'d, in half an hour 
Shall all be here, and in your pow'r.' 

* Thank ye, great gods/ the woman says; 
' Oh ! may your altars ever blaze I 
A Ladle for our silver dish 
Is what I want, is what I Mrish/ — 
< A Ladle !' cries the man, * a Ladle! 
'Odzooks, Corisca, you have pray'd ill ! 
What should be great you turn to farce, 
I wish the Ladle in your a — .' 

With equal grief and shame my Muse 
The sequel of the Tale pursues ; ' 

The Ladle fell into the room, 
And stuck in old Corisca's bum. 
Our couple weep two wishes past^ 
And kindly join to form the last ; 
To ease the woman's awkward pain» 
And get the Ladle out again. 



This commoner has worth and parts. 
Is prais'd for arms, or lov'd for arts ; 
His head aches for a coronet, 
And who is bless'd that is not great ? 

Some sense, and more estate,'kind Heav'n 
To this well-lotted peer has given : 
What then? he must have rule and sway, 
And all is wrong till he's in play. 

The miser must make up his plum. 
And dares not touch the hoarded sum ; 
The sickly dotard wants a wife. 
To draw off his last dregs of life. 
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AgaiDSt oor peace we arm oiir will ; 
Amidst our plenty sometliiog still 
For horses, houses, pictures, plnntiog. 
To thee, to me, to him, is wanting : 
That cruel something unpossessed, 
Corrodes and leavens all the rest : 
That something, if we could obtain, 
Would soon create a future pain ; 
And to the coffin, from the cradle^ 
Tis all a wish, and all a Ladle. 



TRUTH AND FALSEHOOD. 

Ohcb on a time, in sunshine weather. 

Falsehood and Truth walk'd out together. 

The neighbouring woods and lawns to view, 

As opposites will sometimes do : 

Through many a blooming mead they past^ 

And at a brook arrived at last: 

The purling stream, the margin green, 

With flowers bedeck'd, a vernal scene. 

Invited each itinerant maid 

To rest a while beneath the shade ; 

Under a spreading beach they sat. 

And pass*d the time with female chat ; 

Whilst each her character maintain'd. 

One spoke her thoughts, the other ieign'd. 

At length, quoth Falsehood, * Sister Truth, 

(For so she caird her from her youth) 

What if, to shun you sultry beam, 

We bathe in this delightfhl stream, 
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The bottom smooth, the water clear, 
And there's no prying shepherd near r'-— 
< With all my heart/ the nymph replied. 
And threw her snowy robes aside, 
Stript herself naked to the skin, 
And with a spring leap'd headlong in. 
Falsehood more leisure^ undressed, 
And laying by her tawdry vest, 
Trick'd hersdf out in Troth's array, 
And cross the meadows tript away. 

From this carst hour, the fraodful dame 
Of sacred Trnth usurps the name, 
And with a vile perfidious mind, 
Roams far and near, to cheat mankind ; 
False sighs suborns, and artful tears, 
And starts with vain, pretended fears ; 
In visits, still appears most wise, 
And rolls at church her saint-like eyes ; 
Talks very much, plays idle tricks, 
' While rising stock ' her conscience pricks ; 
When being, poor thing, extremely gravelPd, 
She secrets ope'd, and all nnravell'd. 
But on she will, and secrets tell 
Of John and Joan, Ned and Nell, 
Reviling every one she knows, 
As fiincy leads, beneath the rose. 
Her tongue so voluble and kind. 
It always runs before her mind ; 
As times do serve she slily pleads, "^ 

And copious tears still show her needs, > 
With promises as thick as weeds : — > 

Speaks yro and con, is wondrous civil, 
To day a saint, to-morrow devil. 

1 Allading to the Soatb Sea babble lu 17;^ 
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Poor Troth she stript, as has been 8ai<t» 
And naked left the Jovely maid, 
Who scorning from her cause to wince. 
Has gone stark-naked ever since, 
And ever naked will appear, 
Belov'd by all who Truth revere. 



THE MICE. 

TO MR. ADRIAH DRIFT '. 

Two mice, dear boy, of genteel fashion, 

And, what is more, good education, 

Frolic and gay, in in£int years 

Equally shar'd their parents' cares. 

The sire of these two babes (poor creature I) 

Paid his last debt to human nature ; 

A wealthy widow left behind 

Four babes ; tliree male, one female kind. 

The sire being under ground, and buried, 

'Twastliooght his spouse would soon have married; 

Matches proposed, and numerous suitors. 

Most tender husbands, careful tutors, 

She modestly refiis'd, and show'd 

She'd be a mother to her brood. 

Mother, dear mother, that endearing thought 
Has thousand and ten thousand fancies brought : 
Tell me, oh I tell me (thou art now above) 
How to describe thy true maternal love, 

■ This gentleman had be«n Prior*8 secretary, ana was left 
his Joint execator. 
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Thy early pangs> thy growing anxious cares» 
Thy Battering hopes, thy fervent pioas pray'rs. 
Thy doleful days, and melancholy nights, 
Cloistered from common joys and just delights : 
How didst thou constantly in private mourn. 
And wash with daily tears thy spouse's urn ! 
How it employ'd your thoughts and lucid time, 
That your young offspring might to honour climb : 
How your first care, by numerous griefs oppress'd, 
Under the burden sunk, and went to rest; 
How your dear darling, by consumption's waste, 
Breath'd lier last piety into your breast ; 
How yon, alas ! tir'd with your pilgrimage, 
Bow'd down your head, and died in good old age. 
Thouf;h not inspired, oh ! may I never be 
Forgetful of my pedigree or thee : 
Ungrateful howsoe'er, mayn't I forget 
To pay this smkll, yet tributary debt ; 
And when we meet at Ood's tribunal throne, 
Own me, I pray thee, for a pious son! 

But why all thisP Is this your fable? 
Believe me, Matt, it seems a bauble ; 
If you will let me know the' intent on't. 
Go to your Mice, and make an end on*t. 

Well then, dear Brother— 
As sure as Hudi's ' sword could swaddle, 
Two Mice were brought up in one cradle ; 
Well-bred, I think, of equal port. 
One for the gown, one for the cburt. 
They parted, (did they so, an't please you ?) 
Yes, that they did (dear sir) to ease you ; 
One went to Holland, where they hc^folk, 
T* other to vent his wares in Suffolk. 
< The sword of Hudibrai . 

Digitized by Google 



146 TALES. 

(That Mice have travell'd in old times, 
Horace and Prior tell in rhymes, 
Those two great wonders of their ages, 
Superior far to dll the sages.) 
Many days past, and many a night. 
Ere they could gain each other's sight ; 
At last in weather cold nor sultry. 
They met at the Three Cranes in Poultry. 
After mnch buss, and great grimace, 
(Usual yon know in such a case) 
Much chat arose what had been done. 
What might before next summer's snn ; 
Much said of France, of Suffolk's goodness. 
The gentry's loyalty, mob's mdeness : 
That ended, o'er a charming bottle 
They enter'd on this tittle-tattle. 

Quoth Suffolk, * By pre-eminence 
In years, though (God knows) not in sense, 
All's gone, dear Brother, only we 
Remain to raise posterity ; 
Marry you. Brother; I'll go down. 
Sell nouns and verbs, and lie alone. 
May you ne'er meet with feuds or babble, 
May olive-branches crown your table. 
Somewhat I'll save, and, for this end. 
To prove a brother and a fiiend, 
What I propose is just, I sivear it, 
Or may I perish, by this claret !' 
* The dice are thrown, choose this or that, 
('Tis all alike to honest Matt) 
I'll take tiien the contrary part. 
And propagate with all my heart.' 
After some thought, some Portuguese ', 
Some wine, the yotiiiger ithto replies : 
* Snuff 10 caile4. 
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< Fair are your words, as ifair yonr carriage, 
Let me be free, dmdge yoa in marriage ; 
Get me a boy call'd Adrian ; v 

Tnist me PU do for't wliat I can.' 
Home went, well pleas'd, the Soffolk Tony, 
H6art-free from care, as purse from money ; 
He got a lusty squalling boy ; 
(Doubtless the dad's aod mammy's joy) 
In short, to make things square and even, 
Adrian he nam'd was, by Dick Stephen. 
Matt's debt thus paid ; he now enlarges. 
And sends yod in a bill of charges ; 
A cradle. Brother, and a basket, 
(Granted as soon as e'er I ask'd it) 
A coat not of the smallest scantling. 
Frocks, stockings, shoes, to grace the bantlfaig ; 
These, too, were sent, (or I'm no drubber) 
Nay, add to these the fine gum-rubber <; 
Yet these won't do, send t' other coat. 
For faith the first's not worth a groat ; 
Dismally shrunk, as herrings shotten, 
Snppos'd originally rotten. 
Pray let the next be each way longer. 
Of stuff more durable and stronger ; 
Send it next week, if you are able ; 
By this time, sir, you know the fiible. 
From this, and letters of the same make. 
You'll find what 'tis to have a namesake. 

Cold and bard times, sir, here, (believe it) 
I've lost my curate too, and grieve it ; 
At Easter, for what 1 can see, 
(A time of ease and vacancy) 

* ComBOBly called a coral. 
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If things bat alter, and not undone, 
ru kiss yoair hands and visit London. 
MoUy sends greeting ;. so do I, sir : 
Send a good coat, that's all : good b'ye, sir. 
Your's entirely 

MATTHEW. 

Feb. 16, 1708-9. 



A YOUNG GENTLEMAN IN LOVE. 

' From public noise and factious strife, 
From all the basy ills of life, 
Take me, my Celi^, to thy breast. 
And lull my wearied soul to rest : 
For ever in this humble cell, 
Let thee and I, my fair-one, dwell ; 
None enter else, but Love^and he 
Shall bar the door, and keep the key. 

* To painted roots and shining spires, 
(Uneasy seats of high desires) 
Let the unthinking many crowd, 
That dare be covetous and proud ; 
In golden bondage let them wait,^ 
And barter happiness for state : 
But, oh ! my Celia, when thy swain 
Desires to see a court again, 
May Heav'n around this destin'd head 
The choicest of its curses shed : 
To sum up all the rage of fate, 
In the two things I dre^id and hate,. 
May'st thott be false, and I be great.' 
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Thus, on his Celia's panting breast 
Fond Celadon his soul expreas'd ; 
While with delight the lovely maid 
ReceiT*d the vows, she thns repaid : 

* Hope of my age, joy of my yoatfa, 
Bleas'd minicie of love and truth ; 
All that could e'er be counted mine. 
My love and life, long since are thine : 
A real joy I never knew. 

Till I believ'd thy passion true ; 

A real grief I ne'er can find. 

Till thou prov*8t peijnr'd or unkind. 

Content, and poverty, and care, 

All we abhor, and all we fear, 

Bless'd with thy presence I can bear. 

Tbrougb waters and through flames I'll go. 

Sufferer and solace of thy woe : 

Trace me some yet unheard-of way. 

That I thy ardour may repay. 

And make my constant passion known 

By more than woman yet has done. 

* Had I a wish that did not bear 
The stamp and image of my dear, 
I'd pierce my heart through every vem^ 
And die, to let it out again. 

' No ; Venus shall my witness be, 
(If Venus ever lov'd like me) 
That for one hour I would not quit 
My shepherd's arms and this retreat. 
To be the Persian monarch's bride, 
Partner of all his power and pride ; 
Or rule in regal state above. 
Mother of gods and wife of Jove/ 

TOIi. I. Ii 
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O happy these of hnman race f 
Bnt soon, alas ! oar pkasares pass. 
He thanked her 6d his bended knee. 
Then drank a quart of milk and tea. 
And leaving her ador'd embrace. 
Hastened to court to beg a place; 
While she, bis absence to bemoan. 
The very moment he was gone, 
Caird Thyrais from beneath tlie bed,. 
Where all this time he had been hid. 

MORAL. 

While men have these ambitions fancies^ 
And wanton wenches read romances, 
Oar sex will— < What? oat with it :'— Ii<^ 
And their's in equal strains reply* 
The moral of the Tale I sing 
(A posey for a wedding ring) 
In this short verse will be confined ; 
I^ve is a jest, and vows are wind. 



THE CONVERSATION, 

It always has been thought discreet 

To know the company you meet; 

And sure there may be secret danger 

In talking mnch bdfore a stranger. 

« Agreed : what then?' Then drink your ale i 

I'll pledge yoa, and repeat my Tale, 
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I No matter vfhen the scene is iix'dy 

The persons were bnt oddly mix'd ; 

When sober Damon thus began, 

(And Damon is a clever man) 

< I now grow old, bnt still from youth' 

Have held for modesty and truth : 

The men who by these sea-marks steer 

In life's great voyage never err : 

Upon this point I dare defy 

The world ; I pause for a reply.' 
* Hit, either is a good assistant, 

(Said one, who sat a little distant ;) 

Tmth decks our speeches and our books, 

And modesty adorns our looks : 

But £u*ther progress we must take ; 

Not only born to look and speak, 

The man must act. TTbe Stagirite 

Says thus, and says extremely right : 

Strict justice is the sovereign guide 

That o'er our actions should preside ; 

This queen of virtues is confessed 

To regulate and bind the rest ; 

Thrice happy if yon can but find 

Her equal balance poise your mind ; 

All different graces soon will enter, 

like lines (concurrent to their centre.' 
Twas thus, in short, these two went on. 

With yea and nay, and pro and eoUf 

Tlirough many points divinely dark. 

And Wateriand assaulting Clarke, 

Till, in theology half lost, 
^Damon took up the Evening Post, 

Confounded Spain, compos'd the North, 

And deep ui politics held forth. 
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< Metfainks we're m the like conditioo. 
As at the Treaty ©f PartitieB : 
That stroke, for all King WiBiam's care, 
Begat another tedious war. 
Matthew, who knew the whole intrigue. 
Ne'er much approVd that mystk league ; 
In the vile Utrecht Treaty, t«o, 
Poor man ! he found ewNigh to do. 
Sometimes to me he did «pply> 
But downright Danstabte was I, 
And told him where they were mistaketi. 
And counseird him to save his bacon : 
But (pass, his poHtics and prose) 
I never herded with his foes; 
Nay, in his verses, as a ftiend, 
I still found something to commend : 
Sir, I excus'd his Nut-brown Maid, 
Whatever severer critics said j 
Too iar, I own, the girl was tried ; 
The women all were on my side. 
For Alma I returned him thaiAs ; 
I lik'd her, with her little pranks : 
Indeed poor Solomon, in rhyme, 
Was much too grave to be sublime.* 

Pindar and Damon score traasitioo, 
So on he ran a new division ; 
Till out of breath be toni'd ti> spit ; 
(Chance often helps as more than wit) 
T' other that lucky moment took, 
Just nick'd the time, broke in, and spoke : 

< Of all the gifts the gods a:ffi>rd, 
(If we may take old Tnlly's word) 
The greatest is a friend ; whose love 
Knows how to praise, and when repcove : 
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FVoro racfa a treunre never part, 
Bot iiaog the jewel on yonr heart : 
And pray, sir, (it deUghts me) tell, 
Yon know tlris author mighty welt* — 
< Know him ! d'yei qoestion it? Odds fisbl 
Sir, does a beggar know his dish? 
I Iov*d him, as I told yoo^ I 
Adyis'd him* — Here a stander-by 
Twitch'd Damon gently by the cloke^ 
And thns, onwiliing, silence broke : 
* Damon, 'tis time we sbAidd. retire. 
The man yon talk with, is Matt Prior.' 

Patron throQgb life, and firom thy birth my fritndy 
Dorset ! to thee this Fable let hm send ; 
With Damon's lightness weigh thy solid worth ; 
The foil is known to set the diamond forth : 
Let the feigned Tafo this real moml give, 
How many Damons^ how ftw Donets live. 
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P. PURGANTI AND HIS WIFE. 

AW HONEST BUT A SIMPLE PAIR. 



Btt ealm qniddam, idqae intvlUgitnr in omni vfrtate, qaod 
deceat: qaod oogittttone magis a Tlrtdte potest qum re 
sepaniri. CIC. de Off. Ub. 1. 



Bbtohd the 6xM and settled rules 
Of vice and ▼irtue in the schools. 
Beyond the letter of the law, 
'Which keeps our men and maids in awe. 
The better sort should set before them 
A grace, a manner, a decomm*; 
Something that gives their acts a light. 
Makes them not only just but bright, 
And sets them in that open fame 
Which witty Malice cannot blame. 
For His in life as 'tis in painting, 
Much may be right, yet much be wanting ; 
From lines drawn tme our eye may trace, 
A foot, a knee, a hand, a fiice ; 
May justly own the picture wrought 
Exact to rule, exempt from fanlt ; 
Yet if the colouring be not there, 
The Titian stroke, the Ouido air, 
To nicest judgment show the piece, 
At best 'twill only not displease ; 
It would not gain on Jersey's eye ; 
Bradford would frown, and set it by* 
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TliDS in the picture of oar mind 
*rhe action may be weli dengn'd, 
Goided by law, and bound by duty, 
Yet want this je ne s^ qnoi of beauty e 
And though its error may be such 

As Knags and Burgess ' cannot hit $ 
It yet may feel the nicer touch 
Of Wycherly's or Congreve's ^t 
* What is this talk?* repUes a firiend, 
* And where will this dry moral end? 
The truth of what you here lay down 
By some example should be shown.'— ^ 
< With all my heart — for once; read on.' 
An honest, but a simple pair, 
(And twenty other I forbear) 
May serve to make this thesis clear. 
A doctor of great skill and fame, 
Paulo Purganti was his name. 
Had a good, comely, virtuous wife, 
No woman led a better life ; 
She to intrigues was ev*n hard-hearted ; 
She chuckled when a hawd was carted ; 
And thought the nation ne'er would thrive. 
Till all the whores were burnt alive. 

On married men that dar'd be bad, 
She thought no mercy should be had; 
They should be hang*d, 4« starved, or flay'd. 
Or served like Romish priests in Swede. — 
In short, all lewdness she defied *, 
And stiff was her parochial pride. 
Yet in an honest way the dame 
Was a great lover of that same ; 

> Knigs «nu kctorcr of St. Giles la the Fields; Bargest 
wu a dissenter. 
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And could firom Scripture take her cae^ 
That husbands should give wives their doe. 

Her prudence did so justly steer 
Between the gay and the severe. 
That if in some regards she chose 
To curb poor Paulo in too close> 
In others she relax'd again, 
And govem'd with a looser rein. 

Thus, though she strictly did confine 
The Doctor from excess of wine, 
With oysters, eggs, and vermicelli, 
She let him almost hurst his belly : 
Thus drying coffee was deniedi 
But chocolate that loss supplied ; 
And for tobacco (who oould bear it?) 
Filthy concomitant of claret, 
(Blest revolution !) one might see 
Eringo roots and Bohea tea. 

She often set the Doctor's band, 
And strok'd his beard, and sqneea'd his 
Kindly complain'd, that afternoon 
He went to pore on books too sooo ; 
She held it wholesomer, by much. 
To rest a little, on the couch.— 
About his waist in bed a-oigfats 
She clung so close — for fear of sprites. 

The Doctor understood the call, 
But had not always wherewithal. 

llie lion's skin, too short, you know, 
(As Plutarch's morals finely show) 
Was lengthened by the fox's tail. 
And art supplies where strength may lail. 

Unwilling, then, in arms to meet 
The enemy he could no^ beat ; 
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He stroYe to lengthen the camtNugn^ 
And save hi* forces by chicane. 
Fabins, the Roman chief, who that 
By iair retrea^|[rew MaxisHis, 
Shows OS, that all the warrior can do 
With force inferior, is cuneiando. 

One day, then, as the foe drew near. 
With love, and joy, and life, and dear; 
Oar Don, who knew this tittle-tattle 
Did, sure as trumpet, call to battle } 
Thought it extremely d prapoa, 
To vf ard against the coming blow : 
To ward; bnt how? Aye, there's the qaestioBf 
Fierce the assaolt, nnarm'd the bastion. 

The Doctor feign'd a strange sorprise ; 
He felt her pulse, he view'd her eyes: 
That beat too fast, these roird too quick ; 
She. was, he said, or would be sick : 
He jodg'd it absolotefy good 
That she should pnrge and cleanse her blood* 
Spaw waters for that end were got : 
If they past easily or not 
What matters it? the lady*5 fever 
Continned violent aa ever. 

For a distemper of this kind, 
(Blackmote and Hans 'are of my mind) 
If once it yonthfiil blood infects, 
And chiefly of the female sex^ 
Is scarce reniovM by |mI1 or potion^ 
Whatever might be onr Doctor's notion. 

One luckless night, then, as in bed 
The Doctor and the dame were laid, 

« Sir Richard Blackmore, and Sir Edward Hans, phjr 
aiciaiiB. 
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Agsdn this cniel fe^er came. 

High pulse, short breath, and blood in flame* 

What measares shall poor Paulo keep 

With madam in this piteous taking ? 
She, like Macbeth, has murder'd sleep^ 

And won't allow him rest, though waking. 
Sad state of matters ! when we dare 
Nor ask for peace, nor offer war ; 
Nor Livy^nor Comines have shown 
What in this juncture may be done. 
Grotius might own that Paulo's case is 
Harder than any, which he places 
Amongst his. Belli and his F^cis. 

He strove, alas ! but strove in vam. 
By dint of logic^ to maintain 
That all the sex was born to grieve, 
Down to her ladyship from Eve. 
He rang'd his tropes, and preach'd up patience ; 
Rack'd his opinion with quotations. 
Divines and moralists, and run ye on 
Quite through from Seneca to Bunyan ^. 
As much in vain be bid her try 
To fold her arms, to close her eye. 
Telling her rest would do her good. 
If any thing in nature cou'd ; 
So held the Greeks, quite down from Galeoy 
Masters and princes of the calling : 
So all our modern friends maintain 
(Though no great Greeks) in Warwick Lane« 

Reduce, my Muse, the wandering song ; 
A Tale should never be too long. 

The more he talk'd, the more she bnm'd, 
And sigh'd, and tos»'d, and groan'd, and tum'd : 

' Aatfaor of the Pilgrim's Prof ren. 
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At last, < I wish,' nod she, < my dear ' — 
(And whisper'd sometliiiig in hk ear.) 
* Yon wish ! wish on,' the Doctor cries , 

< Lord! when. will womankind be wise? 
What, in yoar waters, are yon mad ? 
Why, poison is not half so bad. 

Ill do it — ^bnt I gi^e yon warning, 
Yonll die before to-morrow morning.' — 

< Tis kind, my dear, what yon advise, 
(The lady with a sigh replies) 

Bnt life, yon know, at best is pain, 
And death is what we should disdam : 
So do it, therefore, and adkn. 
For I will die for love of yoa.<— 
Let wanton wives by death be scared ; 
But, to my comfort, Fm prepar'd.' 



PROTOGESES AND APELLES. 

When poets wrote and painters drew, 
As Nature pointed out the view ; 
£re Gothic forms were known in Greece, 
To spoil the weU>proportion'd piece ; 
And in our verse ere Monkish rhymes 
Had jangled their iantastic chimes ; 
Ere on the flowery lands of Rhodes 
Those knights had fix'd their dull abodes. 
Who knew not much to paint or write. 
Nor car'd to pray, nor dar'd to light; 
Protogenes, historians note, 
Liv'd there, a burgess, scot and lot ; 
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And, as oTd PliDy's wiitiii^ sbow, 
Apelles did the rame at 0». 
Agreed these poiuts of time and ptaoe. 
Proceed we in tlie present case. 
Piqoed by Protogenes^ fiime, 
From Co to Rhodes ApeUes came. 
To see a rival and a friend, 
Prppar*d to censure, or commend ; 
Here to absolve, and there object. 
As art with candoar might direct. 
He sails, he lands, be conies, he rings ; 
His servants follow- with the things: 
Appears the govemante o' th* house. 
For such in Greece- were much in nse ; 
If yoang or handsome, yea or no, 
Concerns not me or tbee to know. 
* Does 'Squire Protogenes live here?* — 
' Yes, sir, (says she, with gracioos air, 
And courtesy low) but just calPd out 
By lords peculiarly devout, 
Who came on purpose, sk, to borrow 
Our Venus, for the feast to-morrow, 
To grace the church : 'ti^ Venus' day : 
I hope, sir, you intend -to stay 
To see our Venus : 'tis the piece 
The most renown'd throughout all Gt«ece; 
So like the' original, they say ; 
But I have no great skill that way. 
But, sir, at six, 'tis now past three) 
Dromo must make my master's tea : 
At six, sir, if yon please to come, 
You'll find niy master, sir, at home.' 

Tea, says a critic, big with laughter, 
Was found some twenty ages after : 
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Aathon, before tbey write, shoaM read. 
'Tis very true ; but well proceed. 

< And, m, at present would yoa please 
To leave'yoar name'—* Fair maiden, yes : 
Reach me that board.' No sooner tpoke 
But done. With one jndicioas stroke 
On the plam gnrand Apelles drew 

A circle regalarly troe. 

< And will yon pleaae, Sweetheart,' said he, 
* To shew your master this from me ^ 

By it he presently will know 

How painters* write their names at Co. 

He ]gave the pannel to the maid : 
Smiling, and cnrf sying, ' Shr,' she taid> 
' I shall not fail to tell my master : 
And, sir, for fear of all disaster, 
I'll keep it my own self: 8afe bind. 
Says the old proverb, and safe find. 
So, sir, as sure as key or lock— 
Your servant, sir-^at six a elock.' 

Again at six Apelies came, 
Fonnd the same prating civil dame : 

< Sur, that my master has been here, 
Will by the board itself appear : 
If from the perfect line he found. 
He has presom'd to swell the round. 
Or colours on the draught to lay, 
Tis tiras (he ordered me to say) 
Thus write the painters of this isle ; 
Let those of Co. remark the style.' 

She said ; and to bh band restor'd 
The rival pledge, the missive board. 
Upon the happy line were laid 
Such obvious light and easy shade,. 
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That Paris* apple stood confess^d^ 
Or Leda's egg, or Chlbe's breast. 

Apelles view'd the finished piece ; 
* And live/ said he, < the arts of Greece! 
Howe'er Protogenes and I 
May in onr rival talents vie ; 
However onr works may have express'd 
Who tmest drew, or coloured best ; 
When he beheld my flowing Uoe, 
He foond, at least, I conld design ; 
And from his artfal round, I grant, 
That he with perfect skill can paint.' 

The dullest genius cannot lail 
To find the moral of my Tale ; 
That the distinguish'd part of men. 
With compass, pencil, sword, or pen, 
Should in life's visit leave their name 
In characters, which may proclaim 
That they with ardour strove to raise 
At once their art's and country's praise ; 
And in their working took great care 
That all was full, and round, and fiiir. 



HANS CARVEJL 

Hans Carvel, impotent and old, 
Married a lass of London mould : 
Handsome enough ; extremely gay ; 
Lov'd music, company, and play : 
High flights she had, and wit at wiU^ 
And so her tongue lay seldom stUl; 



d by Google 



TALES. 163 

For ID all visits who \mt she 
To argne or to repartee ? 

She iDade it plam that hmnan passion 
Was order'd by predestinatioii ; 
That if weak women went astray. 
Their stars were more in fault than they. 
Whole tragedies she had by heart ; 
Enter'd into Rozana*s part; 
To triumph in her rival's blood, 
The action certainly was good. 
How like a vine young Amnion cnrl'd t 
Oh, that dear conqueror of the world ! 
She pitied fietterton in age. 
That ridicurd the godlike rage* 

$he, first of all the Town, was told 
Where newest India things were sold ; 
So in a mommg, without bodice, 
Slipt sometimes out to Mrs. Thody*s 
To cheapen tea, to buy a screen ; 
What else could so much virtue mean ? 
For, to prevent the least reproach, 
Betty went with lier in the*coach. 

But when no very great afiair 
Excited her peculiar care, 
She withont lail was wak'd at ten, 
Drank chocolate, then slept again : 
At twelve she rose ; with much ado 
Her clothes were huddled on by two : 
Then, ' does my lady dine at homeP 
* Yes, sure ; — ^but is the Colonel come 9* 
Next, how to spend the afternoon. 
And not come home again too soon ; 
The 'Change, the city, or the p]ay« 
Afl each wm proper for the day i 
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A torn in summer to Hyde-Park, 
When it grew tolerably dark. 

Wife's pleasure causes hnsbaod's pain ; 
Strange fiincies come in IIans% brain : 
He thought of what he did not name. 
And would reform, but dnrst not blame. 
At first he, therefore, preacfa'd his wife 
The comforts of a pious life ; 
Told her how transiimt beaniy was ; 
That all must die, and flesh was grass : 
He bought fuer sermons, psalms, and graces, 
And doubled down the useful places : 
But still the weight of worldly care 
Allow'd her little time for pray'r; 
And Cleopatra ' was. read o'er. 
While Scot% and Wake^ and twenty more, 
That teach one to deny one's self. 
Stood unmolested on the shelf. 
An nntonch'd Bible grac'd her toilet, 
No fear that thumb of ber's should spoil it. 
In short, the trade was still the same ; 
The Dame went out, the Colonel came. 
* What's to be done ? poor Carvel cried ; 
' Another battery must be tried: 
What if to spells I had recourse ? 
'Tis but to hinder something worse. 
The end must Justify the means ; 
He only sins who ill intends : 
Since, therefore, 'tis to combat evil^ 
'Tis kwfttl to employ the devil.' 

I A noTcl, mneh read by the ladles at ftaat tint*. 
• Dr. John Soot, author of the Christian tffe. 
^ Dr. WiUtam Ws^e, Arehbiahop qf C^mtvbary. 

Digitized by V^OOgie 



TALBIft 165 

FortiiwiCfa the devil dM appear^ 
(For name him, and he's always near) 
Not In tiie shape in which he plies 
At miss's elbow when she lies, 
Or stands before the norsery doors. 
To take the naughty boy timt roan $ 
Bnty without sancer eye or claw. 
Like a grave barrister at law. 

* Hans Canrel, lay aside your grief,* 
The devil says $ ' I bring relief.' 

* Relief!' says Hans ; < pray let me crave 
Your name, so-P — * Satan.'--^ Sir, your slave. 
I did not look open your feet ; 

You'll pardon me-rAye, now I see't. 
And pray, sir, when came yon from hell? 
Our friends there, did you leave them well f 

* All well ; but, pr'y thee, honest Hans,* 
SajTs Satan, ' leave your complaisance s 
The truth is this ; I cannot stay 
Flaring in sunshine all the day. 

For, entre nout, we hellish sprites 
liove more the fresco of the nights, 
And ofl'ner our receipts convey 
In dreams, than any other way. 
I tell you, therefore, as a friend. 
Ere morning dawns your fears shall end : 
Go then this evening. Master Carvel, 
Lay down your fowls, and broach yoar barrel ; 
Let friends and wine dissolve your care, 
Whilst I the great receipt prepare- 
To-night I'll bring it, by my fkith ; 
Believe for once what Satan saith.' 

Away went Hans ; glad not a little ; 
Obey'd the devil to a tittle : 

wou u n 
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Invited friends some bolf a dozeiiy 

The Col'nel and my Lady's cousin. 

The meat was serv*dj the bowls were. crown'd, 

Catches were sang, and liealths went fouid^ 

Barbadoes' waters for the close; 

Till Hans had fairly got his dose : 

The CoPnel toasted, to the best 5 

The Dame mov'd off to be undma*d : 

The chimes went twelve ; the gaests withdfew ; 

But when, or how, Hans hardly knew : 

Some modem anecdotes aver 

He nodded in his elbow-chair ; 

From thence was carried off to bed ; 

John held his heels, and Nan^hls head; 

My Lady was disturb'd ; new sorrow I 

Wliich Hans must answer for to-morrow. 
In bed then view this happy pair, 

And think how Hymen triumphed there t 

Hans, fast asleep, as soon as laid, 

The duty of the night unpaid ; 

The wakmg Dame, with thoughts oppress'd, 

That made her hate both him and rest : 

By such a husband, snch a wife ! 

Twas Acme's and Septimius' life: 

The hidy sigh'd ; the lover snor'd ; 

The punctual devil kept his word ; 

Appeared to honest Hans again. 

But not at all by Madam seen ; 

And giving him a magic ring, 

Fit for the finger of a king, 

* Dear Hans,' said he, * this jewel take, 

And wear it long for Satan's sake ; 

'Twill do your business to a hair; 

For long as you this ring shall wear. 
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As sore as I look oyer Lincoln, 

Hut ne*er shall happen which you ttuiik on.' 

Haos took the ring with joy extreme^ 
(All this was only in a dream) 
And thrusting it beyond his joint, 

* Tis done/ he cry'd; ' I 've gain'd my point.'-— 

* What-pohit,' satdshe, * yon ngly beast? 
Yon neither giye me joy nor rest' 

* "lis done/ — * What's done) yoa drunken bear? 
You *¥C thrust your finger — knows where !• 
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PROLOGUE 

SPOKEN BY lORD BUCKHURST^ 

Jh WtttminsterSchool, at Christmas, 16g5, in the Charac. 
tar qf CUonicUu, in Mr. Dryden's Cieamenes, 

Pish ; Lord, I wish this Prologae was bat Greek, 
Then young Cleonidas wonld boldly speak : 
Bat can Lord Buckharst in poor English say, 
' Gentle Spectators, pray ezcnse the play ?* 
No, witness all ye gods of ancient Greece, 
Rather than condescend to terms like these, 
I'd go to school six hoars on Christmas-day, 
Or construe Persius while my comrades play. 
Such work by hireling actors should be done. 
Who tremble when they see a critic frown : 
Poor rogues, that smart like fencers for their bread. 
And, if they are not wounded, are not fed. 
But, sin, our labour has more noble ends. 
We act our tragedy to see our friends : 
Our generous scenes are for pure love repeated. 
And tf you are not pleas'd, at least you 're treated. 
The candles and the clothes ourselves we bought, 
Oar tops neglected; and our balls forgot 
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To'learn onr parts we left oar midnight bed; 
Most of yoo SDor'd whilst Cleomenes read : 
Not that from this confesnoa we would sne 
Praise nndeserv'd ; we know onrseWes and you : 
Resolved to stand or perish by oar canse, 1 

We neither censure fear, nor beg applanse, > 
For these are Westminster and Sparta's laws, j 
Yet if we see some judgment well inclin'd. 
To young desert and growing yirtue kind, 
That critic by ten thousand marks should know 
That greatest souls to goodness only bow -, 
And that yoqr little hero does inherit 
Not Qeomenes' more than Dorset's spirit 



PROLOGUE 

SPOKEN AT COURT BEFORE THE QUEEN) 

On her Mqleaiy'a Birth-Day, l':04. 

Shine forth, ye phmets, with distinguished lighty 
As when ye haUow'd first this happy night ; 
Again transmit your friendly beams to earthy 
As when Britannia joy'd for Anna's birth : 
And thou, propitious star, whose sacred power 
Presided o'er the monarch's natal houri 
' Thy radiant voyages for ever run. 
Yielding to none but Cynthia and the Sun, 
With tl^ fair aspect still illustrate heav'n, 
Kindly preserve what thou hast greatly giv'n ; 
Thy infikieoce for thy Anna we implore ; 
Prolong one life, and Britain asks no more ; 
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For VSrtoe can no ampler pow'r express, 
Than to be great in war and good io peace: 
For thought no higher wish of bliss can framey 
Than to enjoy that virtae still the same. 
Entire and sore the monarch's rale must prove. 
Who founds her greatness on her subjeets' love ; 
Who does our homage for our good require, 
And orders that, which we should iint desire ; , 
Our vanquished wills that pleasing force obey. 
Her goodnesa takes our liberty away, 
And haughty Britain yields to arbitral^ sway. 

Let the yoong Austrian then her terrpcs J»eari 
Great as be is, her delegate m war; 
Let him in thunder speak to both his Spains, 
That in these dreadful isles a woman reigns ; 
While the bright Queen does on her subjects show^ 
The gentle blessings of her softer pow'r ; 
Gives sacred morals to a vicioos age, 
To temples zeal, and manners to the stage ; 
Bids the chaste Muse without a blush appear. 
And wit be that whidi Heaven and she may hear* 

Minerva thus to Perseus lent her shield, 
Secure of conquest, sent him to the field.; 
The hero acted what the Queen ordained. 
So washisiame comp]ete,and Andromede uncbam'd* 

Meantime amidst her native temples- sate 
The goddess, studious of her Grecians' fate. 
Taught them in laws and letters to eseel, 
In acting justly, and in writmgwell. 
Thus whilst she did her various power dispose, <v 
The worid was freed from tyrants, wars, and f 



Vtftue was taught in vencyond Athens'gloiyrose. J 
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PROLOGUE TO THE ORPHAN. 

9P0KBN BY LORD IIUPUN, WHO ACTED CORDB&IO. 

Agvmentod by tome qfthe Westmiruter Scholsr$, ai Hick- 
flard?s Dandng-Roomt in PmnUituiiiftei, near LeiemUt 
Fields, the 9d ^ Wtbnutry, 11S0. 

What ! would my Inmible comrades have me say^ 
Geotle Spectators,, pray excuse the play } 
Sach work by hireling actors sbonld be done. 
Whom you may clap or hiss for half a crown : 
Our geoeroiis scenes for friendship we repeat, 
And if we don't delight, at least we treat. 
Oars is the damage ; if we chance to blunder. 
We may be ask'd whose, patent we act under } 
How sliaU we gain you, A4a-mode de France ? 
We hir'd this room, but none of us can dance ; 
In cutting capers we shall never please ; 
Our learning does not lie below our knees. 

Shall we procure yon symphony and sound ? 
Then yon must each subscribe two hundred pound: 
There we should &il, too, as to point of voice ; 
Mistake us not; we're no Italian boys: 
True Britons bom, from Westminster we eomey 
And only speak the style of ancient Rome. 
We woidd deserve, not poorly beg, applause. 
And stand or fall, by Freind's and Busbyft laws. 

For the distressed your pity we implore ; ^ 
If onee refosed, we'll trouble you no more, > 

But leave our Orphan squaUinig at your door. 3 
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EPILOGUE TO PHJEDRA \ 

SPOKEN BT MRS, OLDFIBLD, WHO ACTEU ISMENA. 

Ladies, to-night yoor pity I implore 
For one who never troubled yon before ; 
An Oxford-man, extremely read in Greek, 
Who from Eoripides makes Phaedra speak, 
And comes to Town to let ns Modems know 
How women lov'd two thousand years ago. 

If that be all, said I, e'en bnm yonr play ; 
Tgad! we know all that as well as they : 
Show OS the yoothful, handsome charioteer. 
Firm in his seat, and running his career. 
Our souls will kindle with as generous flames 
As e'er inspir'd the ancient Grecian dames -, 
Every Tsmena would resign her breast. 
And every dear Hippolytus be bless'd. 

But as it is, six flouncing Flanders mares 
Are e'en as good as any two of theirs; 
And if Hippolytus can but contrive 
To boy the gilded chariot, John can drive. 

Now of the bustle you have seen to-day, 
And Phaedra's morals in this scholar's play. 
Something at least in justice should be said ; 
But this Hippolytus so fills one's head — 
Well ! Phaedra liv'd as chastly as she could. 
For she was Father Jove's own flesh and blood. 
Her awkward love, indeed, was oddly iated ; 
She and her Poly were too near related ; 

» Phaedra and Hippolytua, a tragedy, written by Mr. 
Edinund Smitb. 
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And yet that Scrapie had been laid aaide. 

If honest Theseos bad bat fairly died : 

But when he came, what needed he to know 

But that all matters stood in staiu quo ? 

There was no harm, you see; or grant there were. 

She might want conduct, but he wanted care. 

Twas in a husband little less tlian rude, 

Upon his wife's retirement to intrude — 

He should have sent, a night or two before, 

That he would come exact at such an hour ; 

Then he had tum'd all tragedy to jest, 

Fooud every thing contribute to bis rest, 

The piqnet-liiend dismissed, the coast all dear. 

And spouse alone, impatient for her dear. 

Bat if these gay reflections come too late 
To keep the guilty Phaedra from her &te ; 
If yonr more serious judgment must condemn 
The dire effects of her unhappy flame ; 
Yet, ye chaste matrons, and ye tender fair, 
Let love and innocence engage yonr care ; 
My spotless flames to your protection take» 
And spare poor Phaedra for Ismena's sake. 



EPILOGtfE TO LUCIUS '. 

SPOKBN Bl^RS. HORTON. ^ 

The female Author who recites to-day^ 
Trusts to her sex the merit of her play. 
like Father Bays, securely she sits down : 
Pit, box, and gallery. Gad! all's our own. 

1 Laciat, the ttnt Christian Kiog of Britain, a tragedf « 
written Iqr Mn. Hanky. 
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In ancient Greece, she tays^ when Sappho wfit| 
By their applaose the crities show'd their wit; 
They tan*d their voiees to her lyrie string, 
Though they could all do something more than sug. 
Bat one exception to this fact we find, 
That booby Phaon only was nnkind^ 
-An ill-bred boatman, rough as wa?es and wind. 
From Sappho down through all sneceedmg ages, 
And now on French or on Italian stages, 
Rough satires, sly remarks, ill-natnr'd speeches, 
Are always aim'd at poets that wear l>reeches. 
Arm'd with Longinus, or with Rapin, no man" 
Drew a sharp pen upon a naked woman. 
The blustering bully in our neighbouring stiieets- 
Scorns to attack the female that he meets $ 
Fearless, the petticoat contemns his firowns, 
The hoop secures whatever it surrounds. 
The many-coloured gentry there above. 
By tuins are ruPd by Tumult and by Love, 
And while their sweethearts their attention ^t 
Suspend the din of their damn*d clattering sticks. 
Now, sirs, — 

To you our Author makes her soft request, 
Who speak the kindest, and who write the best; 
Your sympathetic hearts she hopes to move, 
From tender friendship and endearing love. 
If Petrarch's rouse did Laura's wit rehearse. 
And Cowley flattered dear Orinda's verse. 
She hopes from you — Pox takeher hopes and ieaisj 
I plead her sex's claim ; what matters her^s ? 
By our full power of beauty we think fit 
To damn this Salique law impos'd on wit ; 
We'll try the empire yon sq long have boastedi 
And if we are not pcais'd, we'll not be toasted j 
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Approve ipHiat one of os preseots to-oight, 
Or every mortal woman here shall write : 
Ruraly pathetic, narrative, sublime. 
Well write to yon, and make you write in rhyme ; 
Female remarks shall take np all your time. 
Your time, poor souls ! we'll take your very money ; 
Female thind days shall come so thick upon ye, 
As long as we have eyes, or hands, or breath. 
Well look, or write, or talk yon all, to death. 
Unless yon yield for better and for worse ; 
llien the she-Pegasus shall gain the course, 
And the grey mare will prove the better horse. 
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EPISTLES. 



^ FLEETWOOD SHBPHARD, ES^.\ 

SUl^ Biirleigb, Majf, U, 1689. 

As once a tweWemonth to the priest, 
Holy at Rome, here Antichrist, 
The Spanish King presents a jennet, 
To show bis love, — that's all that's in it; 
For if bis Holiness wonld thump 
His reverend bom 'gainst horse's Tiunp, 
He might be' equipt from his own stable 
Witii one more white, and eke more able* 

Or as with gondohis and men his 
Good Excellence, the Dnke of Venice, 
(I wisii, for rhyme, 't had been the king) 
Sails out, and gives the Gnlf a ring ; 
Which trick of state he wisely mamtains 
Keeps kindness np 'twixt old acquaintance-^ 
For else, in honest truth, the sea 
Has mach less need of gold than he. 

1 Tbis gentleman was one of the wila of Chartes the Se- 
cond's Coart, and tbe author of sevenil poems published iu 
tbe miscellanies of that time: bat be now is more credita- 
bly remembered as the paUron of Prior. 

VOL. II* B 
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^0 EPISTJLEt. 

Or, notto roYC and pump one** feocy 
l^or Popish similies beyond sea, 
As folks from mnd-wall'd tenement 
Bring landlords pepper-corn for rent, 
Present a turkey or a hen 
To those might better spare tliem ten ; 
Ev'n so, with all submission, I 
(For first men instance, then apply) 
Send you each year a homely letter, 
Who may return me much a better. 

Then take it, sir, as it was writ. 
To pay respect, and not show wit ; 

Nor look askew at what it saith ; 

There's no petition in it,^1aith. 
Here some would scratch theur heads, and try 

What they should write, and how, and why ; 

But I conceive such folks are quite in 

Mistakes, in theory of writing, 

If once for principle *tis laid, 

That thought is trouble to the head j 

I argue t^us : The worid agrees 

That he writes well who writes with ease 5 

Then he,' by sequel logical. 

Writes best who never thinks at all. 
Verse comes from heaven, like inward light; 

Mere human pains can ne'er come by't ; 

The god, not we, the poem makes; 

We only tell folks what he speaks. 

Hence when anatomists discourse 

How like brutes' organs are to ours. 

They grant, if higher powers think fit, 

A bear might soon be made a wit; 

And that, for any thing in nature. 

Pigs might squeak love-odeSj dogs bark satire. 
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Menmon, tboogh »tooe, was comite4 f»c«I, 
Bat 'twas the god, meanwhile, that spoke aU. 
Rome oft has heard a cross baratigaiog. 
With promptuig priest behind the haogipgi 
The wooden head resolv'd the question. 
While yoo and Pettis help'd the jest on. 

Year crabbed rogues that read Lacretins, 
Are against gods, yon know, and teach «• 
The god makes not the poet ; but 
The thesis vice-vera& put, 
Should Hebrew-wise be understood. 
And means, the poet makes tlie god. 

Egyptian gardeners thus are said to 
Have set the leeks they after pray»d to • 
And Romish bakers praise the deity ' 
They chipp'd, while yet in its panicty. 

That when you poets swear and cry 
The god inspires j I rare, I die ; 
If inward wind does truly swell ye, 
T must be tlie colic in your belly : 
That writing is but just like dice. 
And lucky mains make people wise : 
That jumbled words, if Fortune throw them 
Shall, weU as Diyden, form a poem ; ' 

Or make a speech, correct and witty 
As you know who— at the committee. 

So atoms, dancing round the centre* 
They urge, made all things at a venture. 

But grantiqg matters should be spoke 
By method, rather tban by luck. 
This may confine their younger styles 
Whom Dryden pedagogues at Will's ; 
But never could be meant to tie 
Authentic wits like you and I : 
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^j KP1STLE8. 

Var as v<mM children, who are tied in 

^rte, to keep their steps from shding. 

When members knit, and legs grow stronger, 

Make nse of snch machine no longer, 

But leap pro fiWiti, and scout 

On horse caH'd Hobby, or withoot. 

So when at school we first declaim. 

Old Busby walks ns in a theme, 

Whose props support our infant vem, 

And help the rickets in the brain ; 

But when our souls their force dilate, 

And thoughts grow up to wif s estate. 

In verse or prose we write or chat, 

Not sixpence matter upo& v^hat. 

Tis not how well an author says, 
But 'tis how much, that gathers praise. 
Tonson, who U himself a wit. 
Counts writer*' merits by the d^ef 
Thus each should down with all he thmks 
As boys eat bread to fill up chinks. 

• Kind SU-, I should be glad to see you ; 
I hope you're well ; so God be wir yon ;» 
Was all I thought at first to write; 
But things, since then, are alter d quite j 
Fancies flow in, and Muse flies high. 
So God knows when my clack will he : 
1 must, sir, prattle on, as rfore, 
And beg your pardon yet this half hour. 

So at pure barn of loud Non-con, 
Where with my grannam I have gone, 
When Lobb had sifted all hU text, 
And I well hop'd the pudding next ; 
< Now to apply,' has plagued me more 
Than all his villain cant before. 
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SFISTLBS. 13 

For your religion } first, <^her 
Your fHends do sftyooiy things aver : 
They say she's honest as yonr ciaret. 
Not sour'd with cant, nor stum'd with merit : 
Your chamber is the sole retreat 
Of chaplains every Sunday night ; 
Of grace no doubt a certain sign. 
When layman herds with man divine ; 
For if their fame be justly great 
Who would no PopisbHiuncio treat; 
That his is greater we must grant. 
Who will treat nuncios-Protestant. 
One single positive weighs more. 
You know, than negatives a score. 

In politics, I hear, you're staunch, 
Directly bent against the French ; 
Deny to have yonr free-bom toe 
Dragooned into a wooden shoe; 
Are in no plots ; but &irly drive at 
Hie public welfare in yonr private ; 
And will, for England's glory, try *} 

'Hirks, Jews, and Jesuits, to defy ; > 

And keep your places, till you die. j 

For me, whom wandering Fortune threw 
From what I lov'd, the ToMm and you: 
Let me just tell yon bow my time is 
Past in a country liie. — ImprimM^ 
As soon as Phoebus' rays inspect us. 
First, sir, I read ; and then I breakfast ; 
So on, till foresaid god does set, 
I sometimes study, sometimes eat. 
Thus of yonr heroes and brave boys, 
With whom old Homer makes such noj^y 
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The greatest actions I ean find 
Are, that they did their wortc aiHl diti'd. 
The books of which I'm chiefly fond 
Are such as yoo have whikmi con'd^ 
That treat of China's civil hiw, 
And SQl>iects rights in Golconda ; 
Of highway-elephants at Ceylan, 
That rob in clans, Hke men o' th' Highhmd ^ 
Of apes that storm or keep a town, 
As well, almost, as Connt Lanznn ; 
Of noicoms and alligators, 
Elks, mermaids, ronmmies, witches, satyrs. 
And twenty other stranger matters. 
Which, thongh they're things I've no concern id. 
Make all oar grooms admire my learmng. 

Critiques I read on other men, 
And hypers npon them again. 
From whose remarks I give opi|iion 
On twenty books, yet ne'er look in one. 

Then all yoar wits that fleer and sham*, 
Down from Don Qmxote to Tom Tram, 
FVom whom I jests and puns porioin. 
And sKly pot them off for mine, 
Fond to be thought a coontiy wit. 
The rest — when Fate and you think fit. 

Sometimes I climb my mare and kick her 
To bottled ale and nei|^bonring vicar ; 
Sometimes at Stamford take a qnart ; 
'Sqoire Shepbard's health, — with all my heart. 

llios, without mnch deligitt or grief, 
I fool away an idle lil^ ; 
Till Shadwell fh>m the Town retures, 
(Chok'd op with fiinie and searcoal fires) 
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To t>le» ^e wood with peaceful lyric ; 
Then bey for praise and paDCgyric ; 
Justice restored, and nations freed. 
And wreaths ronnd William's glorious head. 



TO 

FLEETWOOD SHEPHARD, ESQ. 
1689. 

When crowding folk, with strange ill fiices. 
Were nuddng legs and begging places. 
And some with patents, some with merit, 
Tir'd ont my good Lord Dorset's spirit; 
Sneaking I stood amongst the crew, 
Desiring mnch to speak with you. 
I waited while the clock struck thrice, 
And ibotman brought out fifty lies, 
Till, patience vext^ and legs grown weary, 
I thought it was in vain to tarry; 
But did opine it might be better 
By penny-post to send a letter: 
Now if you miss of this epistle, 
I'm balk'd again, and may go whistle. 
My business, sir, you'll quickly guess, 
Is to desire some little place ; 
And fair pretensions I have for't. 
Much need) and very small desert. 
Whene'er I writ to' yon I wanted ; 
I always be^'d, you always granted* 
Now, as yon took me up when little, 
Gave me my leanung and my vict'al. 
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t$ IPlSTJLEt. 

Ask'd for me, from my Lord, things fittiog^ 
Kind as I'd been yonr own begetting. 
Confirm what formerly you've given, ) 

Nor leave me now at six and sevens, > 

As Sunderland has left Mnn Stephens '• 3 

No family that takes a whelp. 
When first he laps and scarce oan yelp, 
Neglects or tnms him out of gate 
When he's grown np to dog's estate ; 
Nor parish, if they once adopt 
The spurious brats by strollers dropt. 
Leave them, when grown np lusty fellows, 
To the wide world, that is, the gallows: 
No, thank them for their love, that's worse 
Than if tliey'd throttled them at nurse. 

My uncle, rest his soul, when living. 
Might have contriv'd me ways of thriving ^ 
Taught me with cider to replenish 
My vats, or ebbing tide of Rhenish. 
So when for Hock I drew prick'd white wine, 
Swear*t had the fiavoor and was right wine ; 
Or sent me with ten pounds to Fumi- 
Val's-inn, to some good rogue-attorney. 
Where now, by forging deeds, and cheating, 
rd found some handsome ways of getting. 

All this yon made me quit, to follow 
That sneaking whey-iac'd god Apollo ; 
Sent me among a fiddling crew '^ 

Of folks, I'd never seen nor knew, ^ 

Calliope, and God knows who. I 

To add no more invectives to it, 
You spoil'd a youth to make a poet. 

> Under tecretary to Lord Sunderland, when be held fhc 
^it of SecreUry of Stote.in the time of Junes the Second. 
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EPISTLBS. 17 

lo cominoD justice, sir, there's no man 
That makes the whore bnt keeps the woman. 
Amongst all honest Christian people, 
Whoe'er breaks limbs maintains tiie cripple. 

The sum of all I have to say 
Is, that yon'd put me in some way, 
And your petitioner shall pray — 

There's one thing more I had almost slipt, 
Bot that may do as well in postscript ; 
My friend Charles Montague's ' preferr'd, 
Nor would I have it long observ'd 
That one Mouse eats, while Mother's stanr'd. 



} 



AD yntoif DOcnssmuM, et amicum, noifnnjif 
SAMUELEM SCHAW, 

DUM THESES DB ICTERO PRO GRADU DOCTORU 
1>£F£NDERET. l69S?. 

Phcbbb potens saevis morbis vel laedere gentes 
Laesas solerti vel relevare manu, 
Aspice tu decns hoc nostrum, placidusque fiitere 
Indomitns quantum prosit m arte labor : « 
Non icterum posthac pestemve minaberis (n\Af 
Fortius hie juvenis dum medicamen habet : 
Mitte dehinc irsis, et nato carmina dona \ 
Neglectum telum dejice, sume lyram. 

4 Jonli, 1692. HATTHiECS PRIOR. 

s Afterwards Earl of Halifax. He jolued with Prior in 
ridicaltng Dryden's Hind and Pantlier, under the tlory of 
tbe City Moose and ConntryMooie. 
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TO MY LKAKNBD nilIND 

SAMUEL SCHAW^ 

▲T TAXIH0 Hit DOCTOR'! DEGREE AT LBTDSN; 
AMD DEFENDING A THESIS ON THE JADNDIGE* 

O PHCBBITS, deity whose powerfol band 
Oui spread diseases tbrong^ the joyfiil land» 
Alike all poweHiii to relieve the pain. 
And bid tiie groaning nations smile again ; 
When Schawy oar pride, you see, confess yon find 
In him what art can do with iabonr join'd; 
No more the world the janndice' threats shall fear, 
While he, the yooth, onr remedy, is near: 
Suppress thy rage, with verse thy son inspirei 
The dart neglected, to assume the lyre. 
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PRESENTED TO THE KINO, 

Wr HIS ARRIYAI IH HOILAND, AFTBR THE DIS- 
COVERT OF THE COMSPIRACT ', 1696« 



SeAt< in odeliiin redc«8 ; dinqoe 
Laetus intertis popnio Quirtnl : 
Neve te nostru vltiis iniqiium 
Ocyor aura 

HOR. ad Augasliiin. 



Ye careful angeb, wbom eternal Fate 
Ordains on earth and human acts to wait. 
Who torn, with secret power, this restless ball. 
And bid predestined empires rise and fall, 
Yonr sacred aid religious monarchs own, 
When first they merit, then ascend the throne; 
Bnt tyrants dread ye, lest your just decree 
Transfer the pow'r and set the people free: 
See rescued Britain at your altars bow, 
And hear her hymns your happy care avow -, 
That still her axes and her rods support 
The judge*^ frown, and grace the awful court *, 
That Law with all her pompous terror stands, 
To wrest the dagger from the traitor's hands, 
And rigid Justice reads the fatal word, 
Poises the balance first, then draws the sword, 

> This compiracy Is commonly called < The Astatiliiatioii- 
ploU' 
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20 BPI8TLE9. 

Britain her safety to your guidance owns, 
Tliat she can separate parricides irom sons ; 
That, impious rage disarmed, she lives and reigns. 
Her freedom kept by him who broke her chams. 

And thon, great Mmister, above the r«8t' 
Of guardian spirits be tboa evier bless'd : 
Thou who of old wert sent to Israel's court 
With secret aid, great David's strong support. 
To mock the frantic rage of cruel Saul, 
And strike the useless javelin to the wall, 
Thy later care o*er William's temples held. 
On Boyne's propitious banks, the heavenly shield, 
When power Divine did sovereign right declare. 
And cannons mark*d whom they were bid to spare. 

Still, blessed Angel, by thy care the same ; 
Be William's life untouch'd, as is his fame ; 
Let him own thine, as Britain owns his hand ; 
Save thou the King, as he has savM the land. 

We angels' forms in pious monarchs view ; 
We reverence William, for he acts like yon; 
Like you, commission'd to chastise and bless, 
He must avenge the world, and give it peace. 

Indulgent Fate our potent prayer receives. 
And still Britannia smiles, and William lives : 
The hero, dear to earth, by Heaven beloved, 
By troubles must be vex'd, by dangers prov'd : 
His foes must aid to make his &me complete, 
And fix his throne secure on their defeat. 

So, tlioiigh with sudden rage the tempest comes. 
Though the winds roar, and though the water foams, 
Imperial Britain on the sea looks down, 
And, smiling, sees her rebel subjects frown : 
Striking her cliff, the storm confirms her pow*r; 
Tiie waves but whiten her triumphant shore : 
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In vain they woold advance, in vain retreat ; 
Broken they dash, and perish at her feet. 

For WiUuim still new wondere shall be shown ; 
The powers that rescued shall preserve the throne. 
Safe on his darling Britain's joyful sea, 
Behold, the monarch ploughs his liquid way : 
His fleets, in thunder, through the world declare 
Whose empire they obey, whose arms they bear. 
Bless'd by aspiring winds, he finds the strand ^ 
Blacken'd with crowds ; be sees the nation stand, ^ 
Blessing his safety, proud of his command. } 

In various tongues he hears the captains dwell 
On their great Leader's praise ; by turns they tell 
And listen, each with emulous glory fir'd, 
How William conquered, and how France retir'd ; 
How Belgia, freed, the hero's arm confessed, 
But trembled for the courage which she bless'd. 

O Louis! from this great example know 
To be at once a hero and a foe : 
By sounding trumpets hear, and rattling drnms. 
When William to the open vengeance comes ; 
And see tlie soldier plead the monarch's righ^ 
Heading his troops, and foremost in the fight. 

Hence, then, close Ambush and perfidious War, 
Down to your native seats of night repair : 
And thou, Bellona, weep thy cruel pride, 
Restram'd, behind the victor's chariot tied 
In brazen knots and everlasting chains : 
(So Europe's peace, so William's fate ordains) 
While on the ivory chair, in happy state 
He sits, secure in innocence, and gieat 
In regal clemency, and views, beneath, 
Averted darts of rage and pointless arms of death. 



,d by Google 



39 BPUTUS. 

TO 

A CHILD OF QUALITY, 

FiVIE YEAgS OLD, 1704, THK ADTUOR TH£H 
FORTY. 

Lords, knighU, and *sqiiire9, the nnmeroiis band 

That wear the fair Miss Mary's ' fetters. 
Were saiQmon*d by her high comnoand, 
, To show their passions by their letters. 

My pen amongst the rest I took, 
Lest those bright eyes, that cannot read. 

Should dart their kindling fires, and look 
The power they have to be obey'd. 

Nor quality nor repntation 

Forbid me yet my 6ame to tell, 
Dear five-years-old befriends my passion. 

And I may write till she can spell. 

. For while she makes her silk-worms' beds 

With all the tender things I swear, 
Whilst all the house my passion reads. 

In papers round her baby's hair ; 

She may receive and own my flame. 

For though the strictest prudes should know it^ 
Shell pass for a most virtuous dame, 

And I, for an unhappy poet 

• 1 Tbifl young lady is snpposed to Imve been one of (Ik 

Dorset family. 
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Then, too, ;\1ai ! vheo she shall tear 
The lines some younger rival sends, 

She'll give me leave to write, I fear. 
And vre shall still contioae friends. 

For as oar different ages move, 

Tis so ordain'd, (would Fate but mend it !) 
That I shall be past making love. 

When she be^ns to comprehend it. 



TOTHB 

COUNTESS OF EXETER\ 

PLAYING ON THE LUTE. 

What channs you have, from what high race yon 

sprung, 
Have been the pleasing snbjects of my song : 
Unskiird, and young, yet something still I writ 
Of Ca'ndtsh beauty, join'd to Cecil's vrit. 
But when yon please to show the labouring Miis^ 
What greater theme your music can produce, 
My babbling praises I repeat no more, 
Ihit hear, rejoice, stand silent, and adore. 

The Persians thus, first gazing on the sun, 
Admir'd how high 'twas plac'd,how bright it shone ; 
Bat as his power was known, thdr thoughts were 

rais'd. 
And soon they worship'd what at first theyprais'di 

> Anna, dangbter of William Earl of DeronBbire, and 
sister to tbe first Dake. She died ia HOS. 
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Elua'8 glory lives in Spenser's sbn^, 
And Cowley's verse keeps fair Oriuda * yotmg ; 
That as in birth, in beauty yoa excel, 
The Muse might dictate, and the poet tell : 
Your art no other art cao'speak ; and you, 
To show how well you play, mast play anew : 
Your music's power your music must disclose ; 
For what light is, 'tis only light that shows. 

Strange force of harmony, tliat thus controls 
Our thoujEihts, and turns aud sanctifies our souls. 
MThile with its utmost art your sex could move 
Our wonder only, or at best our love ; 
You far above both these your God did place, 
That your high power might worldly thoughts 

' destroy, 
That with your numbers you our zeal might raise ; 
And, like himself, communicate your joy. 

When to your native heaven you shall repair. 
And with your presence crown the blessings there, 
Your lute may wind its strings but little higher, 
To tune their notes to that immortal choir. 
Your art is perfect here ; your numbers do, *> 
More than our books, make the rude atheist know > 
That there's a Heaven by what be hears belovr. ) 

As in some piece while Luke his skill express'd, 
A canning angel came and drew the rest ; 
So when you play, some godhead does impart 
. Harmonious aid ; divinity helps art ; 
Some cherub finishes what you begun, 
And to a miracle improves a tune. 

To burning Rome when frantic Nero pk^'d, 
Viewing that face, no more he had survey*d 

« Un, Katbarioc PhiUipt. 
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The raging flames, but, struck with strange siirpriie, 
Confess'd them less than those of Anna's eyes; 
But had he heard thy Inte, he soon had found 
His rage eluded, and his crime aton'd : 
Thine, like Amphion*8 hand, had wak*d the stone^ 
And from destruction called the rismg town; 
Malice to music had been forc'd to yield. 
Nor could he bum so fast as thou could'st build. 



TO THE 

COUNTESS OF DORSET. 

WRITTEN IN HBR MILTOliy BY MR. BRADBURY. 

See here how bright the first-bom yirgin 8hone» 
And how the first fond lover was undone. 
Such charming words our beauteous mother spoke 
As Milton wrote, and such as your's her look. 
Tour's, the best copy of the' original hce 
Whose beauty was to furnish all the race : 
Siich chains no author could escape but he ; 
There's no way to be safe but not to see. 



vol. II. 
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TO THE 

LADY DURSLEY\ 

OM TBB 9AMM ftUBJSGT. 

Here reading how fond Adam was betray 'd. 
And how by sin £ve*8 blasted charms decay'd. 
Our common loss unjustly you complain, 
So small that part of it which yon sustain. 

You still, fiur naotiier, in your oisprtog trace 
The stock of beauty destin'd for the race : 
Kind Nature, forming them, tiie patttem took 
From Heayen's first work, and Eve's originallook* 

You, happy Saint, the serpent's pow*r control | 
Scaree any actual guil^ defiles your soul : 
And. bell does o'er that mind vain triumph boastt 
Which gains a Heav'ny for earthly Eden lost 

' "With virtue strong as yonr's had Eve been ano'd^ 
In vam the firuit had blush'd, or serpent chann'd j 
Kor had our bliss by penitence been bought, 
Nor had firail Adam fidrn, nor Milton wrote. 

1 EUztbcth, daagbter of Baptist, ViicoaBt Csmpdca* 
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" LORB BVCKtiVR8T\ 

VERt YOima» teAYING WITH A CAm 

The amorous youth, whose tooder breaat 
Was by his darting Cat poMew'd, 
Obtaia'd of Venus his desire. 
However irregular liis fire : 
Nature the power of love obeydy 
The Cat became a blushing maid ; 
And on the hapfiy change, the boy 
Employed his wonder and his joy. 

Talce care, O beauteous Child, take carf^ 
Lest thou prefer so rash a pray'r, 
Nor vainly hope the queen of love 
Wai e'er thy favourite's charms improve. 
O quickly from her shrine retreat, 
Or tremble for thy darling's fate. 

The qne^n of love, who soon will see 
Her own Adonijrlive in thee, 
Will lightly her first loss deplore, 
Will easily .forgive the boar : - 
Her eyes with tears no more will flow, 
With jealous rage her breast wiU glow, 
And on her tabby-rival's face 
She deep vidll mark her new disgrace* 

» Afterward! createa Dnke of D<»net. 
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TO THC HONOURABLE 

CHARLES MONTAGui:, ESQ. 

HowB'ER, 'Us well, that while mankind 
Through Fate^s perverse meander errs, 

He can imagined pleasures find 
To combat against real cares. 

Fancies and notions he pursues, 
Which ne'er bad being but in thought ; 

Each, like the Grecian artist, wooes 
The image he himself has wrought 

Against experience he believes ; 

He argues against demonstration : 
Pleas'd when his reason he deceives. 

And sets his judgment by his passion. 

The hoary fool, who many days 
Has straggled vdth continued sorrow, 

Renews his hope, and blindly lays 
The desperate bet upon to-morrow. 

To-morrow comes: 'tis noon; 'tis night: 
This day like all the former flies : 

Yet on he rans to seek delight 
To-morrow, till to-night he dies. 

Our hopes, like towering falcons, aim 

At objects in an airy height : 
The little pleasure of the game 

Is from afar to view the flight. 
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Oiir amcioas pains we, all the day, 

Id search of what we like employ ; 
Scoraiod; at night the worthless preyi 

W^e find the laboar gafe the joy. 
^ 
At distance throngb an artful 8;lass 

To tlie mind's eye things well appear -, 
They lose tlieir forms, and make a mass 

Confiis'd and black, if brought too near. 

If we see right, we see onr woes : 

Then what avails it to have eyes ? 
From ignorance onr comfort flows : 

The only wretched are the wise. 

We, wearied, should lie down in death : 
This cheat of life would take no more 

If yon thought fame but empty breathy 
I, Philiis bat a perjur'd whore. 



TO DR. SHERLOCK, 

ON HIS 
PRACTICAL DISCOURSE CONCERNING DEATH. 

FoROivi^ the Muse who, in unhallow'd strains. 
The saint one moment from his God detains ; 
For sure whatever yon do, where'er you are, 
'Tis all but one good work, one constant pray'r. 
Forgive her; and entreat that God to whom 
Thy favoured vows with kind acceptance come. 
To raise her notes to that sublime degree 
Whicb suits a song of piety and thee. 
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Wondrons good Man! whose lalimini mty repfft 
The force of Bio, nmy stof the ngt of heH ; 
Thou, like the Baptist, fitmi thy CkMl wast seuty ' 
The crying Voice to bid the world repeat. 

Thee youth shall study, and. no more engage 
Their 6attering wishes for uncertain age ; 
No more with fniitless care and cheated striib 
Chase fleeting pleasure through this maze of fife ; 
Finding the wretched all they here can haye 
But present food> and bnt a future grave. 
Each, great as Philip's victor son, shall view 
Tliis abject world ; and, weeping, ask a new. 

Decrepit Age shall read thee, and confess 
Thy labours can assuage where medicines cease ; 
Shall bless thy words, their woanded soait' ftXUk, 
The drops th«t sweetea their last dregs of life ; 
Shall look to heaveti, and laagfa at aU beneath. 
Own riches gathered troi^le ; feme a breath,. 
And life an ill whose only cure is death. 

Thy even thoughts with so much plainness flow. 
Their sense natiKor'd Infency may kpow; 
Yet to such height is all that plainness wrought, 
Wit may admire, and lettered Pride be taught. 
Easy in words thy style, in sense snbiinie. 

On its bless'd steps each age and sex may rise; 
T\s Iflce the ladder in the Patriarch's dream. 

Its foot OB earth, its height above the skies. 
Diffus'd its virtue, boundless is its pow'r; 
'Tis poUic health, and universal cure : 
Of heavenly manna 'tis a second feast ; 
A natkm's food, and all to every taste. 

To its last height mad Britain's guilt waa reai'd^ 
And various deaih for various crimes^e fearHl : 
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With your kind work her drooping hopes reTive ; 
Yoa bid her read, repent, adore, and live. 
Yon wrest the b<>lt from HeaTen's avenging handj 
Stop ready death, and save a sinkmg land. 

O ! save us still ; still bless us with thy stay : 
O ! want thy Heav^ till we have leam'd the way : 
Relhse to leave thy destin'd charge too soon, ' 
And for the Church's good, defer thy own. 
O ! live, and let thy works qrge our belief; 
live to explain thy doctrine by thy life ; 
Till future infancy, baptiz'd by thee, 
Grow ripe in years, and old in piety ; 
TIU Christians, yet unborn, be taoglit to die. 

Then in fall age and hoary holiness 
Retire, great Teacher, to thy promised bliss ; 
XJntooch'd thy tomb, iminjur'd be thy daft. 
As thy own fame among the ftitare just, 
Till in httt sounds the dreadful trumpet speaks ; 
ISU judgment calls, and qoicken'd nature wakes; 
Till through the utmost earth and deepest sea 
Our scattered atoms find their destin'd way. 
In haste to clothe their kindred souls again, 
Perfect our state, and build immortal man : 
Tlien fearless thou, who well sustain'dst the fight, 
To paths of joy and tracts of endless light, 
Lead up all those who heard thee and believ'd ; 
Midst thy own fiock, great Shepherd, be receiv' 
And glad all Ueav*n with millions thou hast sav' 



ev»d;) 
eiv'd, > 
sav'd.) 
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TO A PERSON 

WHO WROTE ILL, AND SPARE WORSE, AGAINST ME. 

Lie, Pbilo, antouch'd on my peaceable shelf, 
Nornake it amiss that so little I heed thee : 

rave no envy to thee, and some love to myself; 
TheD why should I answer, since first I must 
read thee ? 

Drunk with Helicon's waters and double brew'd bnb, 

Be a linguist, a poet, a critic, a wag ; 
To the solid delight of thy well-judging club, . 

To the damage alone of thy bookseller Brag. 
Pursue me with satire ; what harm is there in*t ? 

But from all vtcd voce reflection forbear ; 
There can be no danger from what thou shalt print ; 

There may be a little from what thou may'^t 
swear. 



ON 

THE SAME PERSON. 

While faster than his costive brain indites, 
Philo's quick hand in flowing letters writes. 
His case appears to me like honest Teague*s, 
When he was nm away with by his legs. 
Phoebus, give Pliilo o'er himself command ; 
Quicken his senses, or restrain his hand ; 
Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink ; 
So may he cease to write, and learn to think. 
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TO THE 

LADY ELIZABETH BARLEY, 

SINCE MARCHIONESS OF CARMABTHEN| 

CM A COLUMN OF BEK SKAWIKO* 

When fiitare ages shall with wonder view 
These glorious lines, which Harley's daughter drew^ 
They shall confess that Britain coul<| not raise 
A fidrer Column to the father's praise. 



TO THE RIGHT HOM. TBI 

COUNTESS DOWAGER OF DEVONSHIRE, 

ON A PIECE OF WIESSBN'S', 
WHBRBON WERE ALL HER GRANDSONS PAINTID. 

WiESSBN and Nature held a long contest 

If she created, or he painted best ; 

With pleasing thought the wondrous combat grew^ 

She still form'd fairer, he still liker drew. 

In these seven brethren they contended last ; 

With art increased their utmost skill they tried, 
And,both well-pleas'd they hadtbemselvessurpass'd, 

The goddess triumph'd, and the painter died. 

> Lord Oxford, who calls this pRinter Wlssins, lays he 
was born at Amsterdaoi, and became a formidable rival to 
Sir Godfrey KneUer in fiuKland. but died at the early age of 
tbirty.oue, in 16tf7. Frior wrote these lines on his last per 
forinauce. 
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That l»oth their skill to this vast height did raise^ 

Be oar's the wonder^ and he yoiir^s the praise : 

For here, as in some glass, is well descried 

Only yourself thus often multiplied. 

When Heaven had yon and gracious Anna^ made^ 

What more «xalted beauty could it add? 

Having no nobler images in store. 

It but kept'up to these, nor could do more 

Than copy well what it had framed before. 

If in dear Burghley's generous face we see 

Obliging truth, and handsome honesty, 

With an that world of charms which soon will move 

Reverence in men, and in the (air ones love ; 

His every grace his fair descent assures, 

He has bis mother's beauty, she has your's. 

If every Cecil's lace bad every charm 

That thought can fancy, or that Heaven can fora^ 

Their beauties all become your beauty's dae ; 

They are all fair, because they've all iike yoa. 

If every Cavendish great and charming look. 

From you that air, firom you the charms they took. 

In their each limb your image is expressed, 

But on their brow firm courage stands confess'd ; 

There their great father, by a strong increase. 

Adds strengtli to beauty, and completes the piece. 

Thus stiU your beauty in your sons we view, 

Wiessen seven times one great perfection drew 

Whoever sat, the picture still is you. 

So when the parent-sun, with genial beama. 
Has animated many goodly gems. 
He sees himself improv'd, while every stone, 
With a re^mbUng light, reflects a sun. 

• Eldest daughter of the Connteis. 
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So when great Rhea many births had given, 
Sach as might govern earth and people heaven, 
Her glory grew diffus'd ; and, fhller known, 
She saw the deity in every son : 
And to what god soe'er men altars rat8*d, 
Hononring the oflfepring, they the mother prais'd. 

In short-liv'd charms let others place their joys, 
Which sickness blasts, and certain age destroys ; 
Yoar stronger beanty time can ne'er deface, 
lis still renew'd, and stamp'd in all yonr race. 

Ah! Wiessen, bad thy art been so refin*d. 
As with their beat^ to have drawn their mind, 
TbroQgh circling years thy laboars would survive, 
And living rules to Ikirest virtne give. 
To men onbom and ages yet to live : 
'Twonld still be wonderfril, and still be new, 
Against what time, or spite, or fiite, conld do. 
Till thine, confos^d with Natnre*s pieces lie. 
And Cavendish's name, and Cecil's honour cHe. 



} 



TO A YOUNG LADY, 

WHO WAS FOND OF FORTUNE-TSLLIlfO. 

You, madam, may with safety go, 
Decrees of destiny to know; 
For at your birth kind planets reign'd, 
And certain happiness ordain'd ; 
Such cliarms as your's are only given 
To chosen favourites of Heaven. 
Bat such is my uncertain state, 
Tis dangerous to try my fate ; 
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For I woold only kdow from art 
The fiitare motions of your heart. 
And what predestinated doom 
Attends my lo?e, for years to come ; 
No secrets else, that mortals learn. 
My cares deserve, or life concern , 
Bnt this will so important be, 
I dread to search the dark decree ; 
For while the smallest hope remains, 
Faint joys are mingled with my pains. 
Vain distant views my fancy please, 
And give some intermitting ease ; 
But should the stars too plainly show 
That you have doom'd my endless woe. 
No hnman force, or art, could bear 
The torment of my wild despair. 

This secret, then, I ^are not know. 
And other tniths are umbless now. 
What matters if, unblessed in love. 
How long or short my life will prove? 
To gratify what low desire 
Should I with needless haste inquire. 
How great, how wealthy I shall be ? 
Oh ! what is wealth or power to me ! 
If I am happy or undone, 
It must proceed from you aloae. 
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TO 

A FRIEND ON HIS NUPTIALS. 

When Jo^e lay blest in his Alcmena's cbarmsy 
Tliree nights, in one, he pressed her in his arms ; 
The snn lay set, and conscious Nature strove 
To sliade her god, and to prolong hia love. 

From that auspicious night Alcides came : 
IVhat less could rise from Jove and such a dame? 

May this auspicious night with that compare, 1 
Nor less the joys, nor less the rising heir, > 

He strong as Jove, she like Alcmena lair. 3 



A POET OF QUALITY, 

PRAISING THE LADY HINCHINBROKE. 

Op thy judicious Mnse*s sense, 
Yonng Hinchinbroke so very proud is, 

That Sacharissa and Hortense 
She looks, henceforth, upon as dowdies. 

Yet she to one must still submit. 
To dear mamma must pay her duty ; 

She wonders, praising WUmot's wit, 
Thou shoiildst forget his daughter's beauty. 
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EPISTLE, 

PESWmO THE ^UBBll'S PWtVUL 
trftlTTBM AT PARIS 1714, BUT LBTT UVFIMISIISD^ WT V» 

suhdbn news op hbb HAjsanr's qbath. 

The train of equipage and pomp of state. 
The shining isideboard and the bornish'd plate^ 
Let other ministers, great Anne, require. 
And partial fall thy gift to their desire. 
To the fair Portrait of my sovereign Dajse, 
To that, alone, eternal be my claim. 

My bright defender, and my dread delight. 
If ever I found favour in thy sight ; 
If all the pains that for thy Britain's sake 
My past has took, or futnre life may take, 
Be grateful to my Queen; permit my pray*r. 
And with this gift reward my total care. 

Will t^y indulgent hand, &ir Saint, allow 
The boon? and will thy ear accept tlie vow? 
That in despite of age, of impious flame. 
And eating-Time, thy Picture, like thy iiune, 
Entire may last, that as theur eyes survey 
The semblafot shade, men yet unborn may ny. 
Thus great, thus gracious, look'd Britannia's Q|ieeo, 
Her brow thus smooth, her look was thus serene | 
When to a low, but to a loyal hand, 
The mighty Empress gave her high command. 
That he to hostile camps and kings should haste, 
To speak her vengeance, as their danger, past; 
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To 4Miyf She wilU detested wan to cease ; ) 

She checks her conquest for her subjects' ease, v 
And bids the world attend her terms of peace, j 

Tbee« gracious Anne, thee, present, I adore 
Thee, Qoeeo of Peace— -If Time and Fate have 
Higher to raise the glories of thy reign, [pow'r 
In word9 subluner, and a nobler strain. 
May fntsre bards the mighty theme rebearae : 
Here, Stator Jove, and Phfl&bQs king of venei 
The votive tablet I suspend •*••*•• 



TO 

MONSIEUR BOILEAU DESPREAfTX, 

OOCASilOHBD BY TBB ViCTORT AT BLEUHJSIOf, 1704. 



— Cvpidam, Pater optime, vlrat 
Deflctnnt; neqoe enim qaivit borrentit pills 
Afmbia, nee firacta pereoutes cospide Gailos.<»t 

HOR. Lib. II. Sat. 1. 



SiMCE^ hir*d for life, thy servile Mose must sing 
Successive conquests and a glorious King $ 
Most of a man immortal vainly boast, 
And bring him kuirels, whatsoe'er they cost. 
What turn wilt thou employ, what colours lay 
On the event of that superior day 
In which one English subject's prosperous hand 
(So Jove did will, so Anna did command) 
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Broke thie prond colnmn of thy master's praise. 
Which sixty winters had conspir'd to raise r 

From the lost field a hundred standards brong ht. 
Most be the work of Chance, and Fortnne's fault 
Bavaria's stars most be accns'd, which shone f 
That fatal day the mighty work was done, > 

With rays oblique upon the Guilic snn. ) 

Some demon envying France misled the figlit. 
And Mars mistook, thongh Lonis order'd right. 

When thy young Muse invok'd the toneful Nme, 
To say how Louis did not pass the Rhine, 
What work had we with Wageninghen, Amheim, 
Places that could not be reduced to rhyme? 
And thongh the poet mac^e his last efforts, 
Wurts — who could mention in heroic — Wurts? 
But, tell me, hast thou reason to complain 
Of the rough triumphs of the last campaign ? 
The Danube rescued, and the Empire sav'dy 
Say, is the majesty of verse retrieved ? 
And would it prejudice thy softer vein 
To sing the princes Louis and Eugene? 
Is it too hard in happy verse to place 
The Vans and Vanders of the Rhine and Maese ? 
Her warriors Anna sends from Tweed and Thames 
That France may ialt by more harmonious names. 
Can'st thou not Hamilton or Lumley bear ? 
Would Ingoldsby or Pahnes ofifend thy ear? 
And is there not a sound in Marlborough's name "} 
Which thou and all thy brethren ought to f4aim, > 
Sacred to verse, and sure of endless fame ? ) 

Cntts is in metre something harsh to read ; 
Place me the valiant Gowran * in his stead : 

> tord CatiB was createA Baron Gowtaa of Irelmod. 
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Let the intention make the number good ; 
Let generous Sylvius spealc for honest Wood. 
And though rough Chnrchill scarce in verse will 

stand, 
So as to have one rhyme at his command, 
With ea«e the bard reciting Blenheim's plain, 
May close the verse, remembering but the Dane, 

I grant, old friend, old foe, (for such we are. 
Alternate as the chance of peace and war^ 
That we poetic folks, who must restrain 
C)nr measured sayings in an equal chain, 
Have troubles utterly unknown to those 
Who let their fimcy loose in rambling prose. 

For instance, now, how hard is it for me 
To make my matter and my verse agree? 
* In one great day, on Hochstet's fata! plam, 
French and Bavarians twenty thousand slain ; 
Push*d through the Danube, to the shores of Styx, 
Squadrons eighteen, battalions twenty-six ; 
Officers captive made, and private men, 
Of these twelve hundred, of those thousands ten ; 
Tents, ammunition, colours, carriages. 
Cannons, and kettle-dnims,'— sweet numbers these. 
*• But is it thus yon English bards compose? 
With Runic lays thus tag insipid prose ? 
And when you should your hero's deeds rehearse, 
Give ns a comniissary's list in verse r' 

Why, faith, Despreaux, there's sense in what yon 
I toM yon where my difficulty lay : [say ; 

80 vast, so numerous, were great Blenheim's spoils, 
They scorn the bounds of verse, and mock the 

Muse's toils. 
To make the rough recital aptly chime. 
Or bring the snm of Gallias loss to rhyme, 

you II. J> 
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•Tis mig^^iavd : what poet wooM eway 

To count the streamers of my Lord Mayor's day? 

To number all the several dishes dressed 

By honest Lamb, last coronation-feast? 

Or make-arithmetic and epic meet. 

And Newton's thoughts in Drydcn'satyle^repeat? 

,0 Poet, had it been Apollo's.wiU 
That I had phar'd a portion of thy skill ; 
Hai this poor breast receiv'd the heavenly bean, 
Or could I hope my verse might reacli my theme^ 
Yet, Boileau,yet the labonring Muse should strive^ 
Beneath the shades of Mariborongh's wreaths toUve; 
Should^all aspiring gods to bless her choice^ 
And to their favourite's strain exalt her voice, 
Arms and a Queen to sing ; who, great and good. 
From peaceftil Thames to Danube's wondering 
Sent forth the ten or «f ber high commands, [flood, 
To save the nation^ from invading hands. 
To prop fair Liberty's declining cause. 
And fix the jarring world with equal laws. 

The Queen should sit in Windsor's sacred grove, 
Attended by the gods of War and Love ; 
Both should with equal zeal her smiles implore. 
To fix her joys, or to extend her pow'r. 

Sudden, the Nymphs and Tritons should appear, 
And a? great Anna smiles dispel their fear ; 
Willi active dance should her observance claim ; 
With vocal shell should sound her happy nam^; 
Their master Thames should leave the neigbbouriiv 
By his strong anchor known and silver oar; [shors, 
Should lay his ensigns at his Sovereign's feet. 
And audience mild with humble grace entreat. 
To her,,his dear defence, he should comp' ' 
That whilst be blesses her iadolgeiit reign^ 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



And OB h» happy bwik.e«* India l«d, 

reel tiie hard bardeii of oppreMiv« war: 
That Panabe scarce retains his rigiitfal conrae 
A«a.i»t ^wo rebel an»e.' neigbbo««j fo«e| 
And all moa weep, aad captim to the Seine. 
ViJ-i «Dchai«M and Inied by Britain^. S 

The i;aiiant Sovereign caiJi lier GeneiSiforfli 
Neither reoles hpr boooty nor his worth • 

And by that kbonr merit Aererteem- 
She bids him vrait ber to the sacred 1»|| 

Fb«i9 the bloody crou upon hia breaT^ ' 

Say. he anat die, or aoocoor the distresi'd • 
Fladng the saint an emblem by his side Vi*i^^ 

Tte Aero bow* obedient, and retirei ; 
The Oueeo'. comwuid. exalt the wart^rt fire. • 
a.rtepi«retothe«ae»twood.iDcto,'d. 
The great deaigtt KvcaTing in M* mind. 
Wwito W. «^.he,veoly fom «ppU«, 

•Me, (Ae begm) the fidreM child of Jo»e. 
Befcnr ftr ever (ooght, and UeWd above • rfc».o 

(Nor «9ed I aiqr Victona is my name) 

Me tbegreat J?ather4lown t»>thee has sent: 

9e b^ me wait attliy distiogiiwb^d tent. 

To exeCQte what Anna's wUb would have • 

Her^nliieat thou, I only am her slave. ' 

^/ Dto tta^th^ttinach^belov'd by smiiine Fate • 

For Anna's sake, and in hei- naye, be great : ' 
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Go forth, and be to distant oatioiis known, 

My fotore (kvourite, and my darling son : 

At Schellenberg PU manifest sustain ^ 

Thy glorious cause, and spread my wings again, > 

<3onspicoous o'er thy helm, in Blenheim's plain/ ) 

The goddess said, nor would admit reply. 

But cut the liquid air, and gained the sky. 

His high commission is through Britain known, 
\iid thronging armies to his standard run ; 
He marches thoughtfiil, and he speedy saUs ; 
(Bless him, ye seas! and prosper him, ye gales!) 
Relgia receives him welcome to her shores. 
And William's death with lessened grief deplores: 
His presence only must retrieve that loss j 
MariborouRh to her must be what WUliam was : 
So when great Adas, from these low abodes 
Recaird, was gathered to his kindred-gods, 
Alcides, respited by prudent Fate, 
Sustain d the ball, nor droop'd beneath the wei^t. 

Secret and swift behold the chief advance; 
Sees half tlie empire join'd, and friend to Finance : 
inie British General dooms the fight ; his sword 
Dreadful he draws; the captains wait the word. 
< Anne and St. George,' the charging hero cries ; 
Shrill Echo from the neighbouring wood rephes, 
• Anne and St. George.'— At that auspicious sign 
The standards move ; the adverse armies Jom. 
Of eight great hours Time measures out the sands, 
And Europe's fate in doubtful balance stands ;^ 
The ninth, Victoria comes: o'er Marlborough's J 

head 
Confess'd she sists ; the hostile troops recede : 
Triumphs the goddetSy from her promise freed. 
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The Eaide, by the British lion's might 
Unchained and free, directs her opward flight ; 
Nor did she e'er with stronger pinions soar 
"From Tiber's banks, than now from Danube's shore. 

FIr'd with the tl^onghts which these ideas raise, 
And ^preat ambition of my coimtry's praise. 
The English Muse should like the Mantuan rise, 1 
Scornful of earth and cloads,8hould reach the skies, f 
With wonder, (though with envy still, pursued C 
by homan eyes. 3 

Bat we mnst change the style — Just now I said 
I ne'er was master of the tuneful trade ; 
Or the small genius which my youth could boast, 
lo prose and basiness lies extinct and lost ; 
Bless'd if I may some younger muse excite, 
Point out the game, and animate the flight ; 
That from Marseilles to Calais France may know, ] 
As we have conquerors, we have poets too, 
And either laurel does in Britain grow ; 
That, though amongst ourselvei,with too much beat 
We sometimes wrangle when we should debate, 
(A consequeotiai ill which freedom draws : 
A bad effect, but from a nobler cause) 
We can with universal zeal advance 
To curb the faithless arrogance of FVance, 
Nor ever shall Britannia's sons reflise 
To answer to thy Master or thy Muse ; 
Nor want jnst subject for victorious strains, 
While Marlborough's arm eternal laurels gains. 
And where old Spenser song, a new Eliza reigns. ] 



ams, > 
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TO THE SVN. 

•ET BY PQRCUL'. 

Light of the world, and niler of tiie year. 
With happy speed begin tby great career, 
And, as thon dosi thy radiast joornats run, 
Tbrotii^h every distant cliimie own 
That in fair AHnoo then bast seen 
The greatest prince, the brightest qneen. 
That ever sav'd a land or btess'd a throne. 
Since first thy beams were spread, or genial fHiwe* 
was known. 

' So may thy godhead be confessed. 
So the returning year be blessed. 
As his infant niontlis bestow 
Springing wreaths for William's browj 
A» his soniuer's yontb shall shed 
Eternal sweets around Maria's head. 
From the blessings they bestow, 
Our tiAies are dated, and our eras moTe : 
Tliey govern and enlighten all below, 
As thou dost all above. 

* latended to be song at coort on New Yeai^s Diy,lMt. 
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Let onr hero, in the war, 

Active and fierce, like thee, appear ; 

Like thee, ^eat son of Jove, like thee, 

When, ciad in rising majesty, 

Thou marchest down o'er DeloV hills confessed. 

With all thy arrows arm'd, in all thy 0ory dress'd. 

Like thee, the hero* does his arms employ 

The raging Python to destroy. 

And give the injar'd nations peace and joy. 

Prom fairest years and time's more happy stores. 

Gather all the smiling hours ; 

Such as with friendly care have guarded 

Patriots and kings in rightful wars ; 

Such as with conquest have rewarded 

Triumphant victors' happy cares ; 

Such as story has recorded \ 

Sacred to Nassau's long renown," < 

For countries sav'd and battles won. 

March them again in fair array, 

And bid them form the happy day, 

The happy day design'd to wait 

On William's fome and Europe's fate. 

Let the happy day be crown'd 

With great event and fair success; 

No brighter in the year be found. 

But that which brings the victor home in peace.. 

Again thy godhead we implore, 
Qreat in wisdom as in power.; 
Again, for good Maria's sake and ours, 
Choose out other smiling hours ; 
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Such as nvith joyous wings have fled. 
When happy counsels were advising ; 
Such as have lucky omens shed 
0*er forming laws and empires rising ; 
Such as many courses ran. 
Hand in hand» a goodly train, 
To bless the great Eliza's reign ; 
And in the typic glory show 
What fuller bliss Maria shall bestow. 

As the solemn hours advance, 

Mingled send into the dance 

Many fraught with all the treasures 

Which thy eastern travel views ; 

Many, wing'd with all the pleasures 

Man can ask or Heaven diffuse. 

That great Maria all those joys may know 

Which, from her cares, upon her subjects flow. 

For thy own glory sing our Sovereign's praise, 

God of verses and of days ; 

Let ail thy tuneiiil sons adorn 

Their lasting work with William's name ; 

Let chosen Muses, yet unborn, 

Take great Maria for their future theme ; 

Eternal structures let them raise 

On William and Maria's praise ; 

Nor want new subject for the song. 

Nor fear they can exhaust the store, 

Till Nature's music lies unstrung ; 

Till thou, great God, sbalt lose tliy double pow'r. 

And touch thy lyre, aod shoot thy beams no more. 



,d by Google 



BYMIIS, 49 

TBB 

FIRST HYMN OF CALLIMACHUS. 

TO JUPITER. 

While we to Jove select the holy ▼ictim. 
Whom apter shall we siog thao Jove himself, 
The god for ever great, for ever kiog, 
liFho slew the earth-born race, and measures right 
To Heaven's great 'habitants? Dictvan hear*st thoa 
More joyful, or Lycaean, long dispute 
And various thongbt has trac'd. On Ida's mounts 
Or Dicta*, studious of his country's praise, 
The Cretan boasts thy natal place ; but oft 
He meets reproof deserv'd : for he, presnniptuonSy 
Has built a tomb for thee who never know'st 
To die, but liv'st the same to-day and everr 
Arcadian therefore be thy birth : great Rhea, 
Pregnant, to high Parrhasia's cliffs retir'd. 
And wild Lycapus, black with sliddiug piues ; 
Holy retreat ! sithence no female hither, 
Conscious of social love and Nature's rites, 
Must dare approach, from the inferior reptile 
To woman, form divine. There the bless'd parent 
Vngirt her spacious bosom, and dischai^'d 
The pondrous birth : she sought a neighbouring 

spring 
To wash the recent babe: in vain : Arcadia, 
(However streamy now) adiuit and dry, 
Denied the goddess water ; where deep Melas 
And rocky Cratis flow, the chariot smok'd 
Obsqure with rising dust: the thirsty traveller 
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Id vaiii reqair'd the cnrreot, then imprison'cl 
In sabterraDean caverns : forests grew 
Upon the barren hollows, high o'ershading 
The haauts of sava^ beaals, where now laotiV 
And Ertmanth incline their friendly oms. 
* Thon, too, O Earth, (great Rhea said) bring forth, 
And short shall be thy pangs.* She said, and high 
She reared her arm, and with her sceptre struck 
The yawning cKfT: from its disparted height 
Adown the mount the gushing torrent ran, 
And cheer^ the vaUies : there the heavenly mdther 
Bath'd, mighty King, thy tender limbs ^ she wrap'd 

them 
In pnrple bands : she gave the predous pledge 
To pnident Neda, chargii^ her to guard thee 
Careful and secret : Neda, of the nymphs 
That tended the great birth, next Philyre 
And Styx, the eldest. Smiling slie received thee. 
And, conscious of the grace, absolv*d her trust ; 
Not unrewarded, since the river bore 
The favourite virgin's name : lair Neda rolls 
By Leprion*s ancient walls, a fruitfbl stream : 
Fast by her flowery bank the sons of Areas, 
Favourites of heaven, with happy care protect 
Their fleecy charge, and joyous drink her wave. 

Thee, god, to Gnoraus Neda brought: the 
And Corybantes thee tlieir sacred charge [Nymphs 
Received : Adraste rock'd thy golden cradle. 
The Goat, now bright amidst her fellow-mtars. 
Kind Amalthea, reach'd her teat distent 
With milk, thy early food : the sedulous bee 
DistillM her honey on thy purple lips. 

Around, the fierce Curetes (order solemn 
To thy foreknowing mother !) trod tumultuow 
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Theirmy8ticdaiiee,aiid clang'd their gonHdnigMtn)} ; 
IndostrioBS with tlie wariike din to <|nell 
Tby infant criM, and mock the ear of Satitm. 

Swift growth and wondrous grace> O heavenly 
Waited tby Wooming years: inveative wit, [Jovtf, 
jbid peffeet jvdgasent crown*d thy yoothful act. 
That Saturn's sons receiir'd the three-fold empira 
Of heaven, of oeean, and deep bell heoeatli. 
As the dark am and ebance of lot determined, . 
Old poets mtntion, ^bling. Things of momeat, 
WeH nigh eqaivalent and netghbooriug valne, 
By lot are parted : but h%h heaven, tby share, 
In eqnal'balanee laid Against sea or hell, 
Flings Bp the adverse sciale, and shuns proportion \ 
Wherefore not chance, bat power above thy 

brethren 
Exalted thee their king. When thy great will 
Comateds thy chariot forth, impetnoos strength 
And fiery swiftness wing the ni|^ wheels 
Incessant; high the eagle ilies before thee. 
And, oh! as I and mine consnlt thy aogur. 
Grant the glad omen ; let tby iavonrite rise 
Propitious, ever soaring from the right. 

liioa to the lesser gods hast well assign'd 
Their proper shares of power, tby own, great Jovey 
Bonndless and nniversaL Tliose who labonr 
The sweaty forge, who edge the crooked scythe. 
Bend stabbom steel, and harden gleaming armonri 
Acknowledge Viilcan*s aid. The early banter 
Blesses Diana's band, who leads him safe 
0*er hanging cliiTs, who spreads bis net saccessfiil. 
And guides the arrow through the panther's hearts 
The soldier from successiiil camps returning 
With laurel wreath'd, and rich with hostile spoil. 
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Seven the ball to Mars. The skilfol bard. 
Striking the Thracian harp, invokes ApoUo, 
To make his hero and himself immortal. 
Those, mighty Jove, meantime thy glorioos care 
Who model nations, publish laws, announce 
Or life or death, aiid foand or change the empire*. 
Man owns the power of kings, and kings of Jove*: 
And as their actions tend sobordinate 
To what thy will designs, thon giv'st the meana 
Proportioned to the work ; thon see*st, impartial 
How they those means employ. Each monarch roles 
His different realm accountable to thee, 
Great ruler of the world ; these only have 
To speak and be obey'd ; to those are given 
Assistant days to ripen the design ; 
To some whole months; revolving years to some: 
Others, ill-fated, are condemned to toil 
Their tedious life, and moivn their porpose, Wasted 
With fruitless act and impotence of counsel. 
Hail ! greatest son of Saturn, wise disposer 
Of every good ; thy praise what man yet bom 
Has sung? or who that may be bom shall smg? 
Again, and often hail ! indulge our prayer. 
Great Father ! grant us virtue, grant us wealth ; 
For without virtue wealth to man avails not ; 
And virtue without wealth exerts less power. 
And less diffuses good. Then grant as, GracioiiSy 
Yirtue and wealth, for both are of thy gift, ^ 
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THE 

SECOND HYMN OF CALUMACBUS. 

TO APOLLO. 

Har ! how the lanrel, great Apollo's tree. 
And all the cavern shakes ! Far off, far off, 
The man that is iinhailow*d ; for the god, 
The god approaches. Hark ! he knocks ; the gate^ 
Feel the glad impulse, and the sever'd bars 
Submissive clink against their brazen portals. 
Why do the Delian palms incline tlietr boughs, 
Seli^mov'd, and hovering swans,their throats releas'd 
From native silence, carol sounds harmonious? 

Begin, young men, theiiymn: let all your harps 
Break their inglorious silence, and the dance. 
In mystic numbers trod, explain the music. 
But first by ardent prayer and clear lustration 
Purge the contagions spots of human weakness : 
Impure no mortal can behold Apollo. 
So may ye flourish fevour'd by the god. 
In youth with happy nuptials, and in age 
With silver hairs, and fair descent of children ; 
So lay foundations for aspiring cities, 
And bless your spreading colonies* increase". 

Pay sacred reverence to ApoUo's song^ . 
Lest, wrathful, the far-shooting god emit 
His fi&tal arrows. Silent Nature stands. 
And seas subside, obedient, to the sound 
Of Id, lo Paean ! nor dares Thetis 
Longer bewaU her lov'd Achilles* deaths 
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For Phcebus ww hit foe : nor miut sad Niobe 
In finitleas sorrow persevere, or weep [therf 

E'en through the Phrygian marble. Hapless aio- 
Whose fondness could compare her mortal ofisprinf 
To tbose which iair Latooa bore to Jove. 
lol again repeat ye, lo PSean ! 

Against the deity 'tis hard to strive. 
He that resists the power of Ptolemy 
Resists the power ofheaven, for power Gnm heaven 
Derives ; and monarcb^ mle by gods appointed. 

Recite ApoUo's praise till night draws oB| 
The ditty stiU onfinish'd, and the day 
Unequal to the godhead's attribates 
Variom, and matter copioos of yonr songa. 

Sublime at Jove's right hand Ap«lio sits^ 
l4nd thence distributes honovr, gradoas king. 
And theme of vene perpetnaU Prom his j'oba 
illows Hgtit iaeffiible ; his harp, his qniver, 
And Xictian bow are gold ; with golden aand^ * 
His feet are shod ; bow ridi I how beantifiil ! 
Beneath his steps the yellow mineial rises ; 
And fiarth reveals her treasnres. Yonthaadbeanty 
Eternal deck his cheek ; from his fair head 
Peifumes distil their sweets, and eheeiinl Health, 
His dttteooa liandniaid, tfaroagh the air improv^ 
With lavish h«id diffases scents ambrosial. 

The spear-man's arm by thee, great fod, Erected, 
Sends itnth a certain woond. The hwrefd bard, 
Inspir'd by thee, composes verse nnmortnL 
Taught by thy art divhie, tiiesage physidaB 
Eludes the um, and chains or exiles I>eath. 

Thee, Nomian, we adore, for that from Heav^ 
Descending, tboa on fair Amphrysos' banks 
Didst guard Admelus'iwnb. aMMMa4liai 
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Prodwc'd'w «npler itore of milk, fbe ahtiiMt 
Not without paio dragged her disteoded odder; 
And ewoi, that erst brongbt forth bat sini^e biiib% 
Now drop'd their two-fold bttrdens. Bless'd th« 
Od which Apollo cai^t b» finvonriog eye I [cattte 

Uufft PhcebuB, thou to omii beneiiceBt 
Delight'ftt in boilding cities. Bright Dianay 
Kind sister to thy in^t-deity, 
New-woan'dy and just arisii^i; irom the oradle, 
Brought hunted wild-goats ; heads« and braochiag 
Of stags, the fruit and honour of her toiL [antters 
.These with discerning hand thou knew*8t to range, 
(Young as thou wast) and in the welUrani'd models, 
With emblematic skitf and mystic order, [rise» 
Tiiou sfaow*dst where towers or battlements should 
Where gates shonld open, or where walls sliould 

compass: 
While from thy childish pastime man received 
Xhe liiture strength and ornament of nations. 

Battns, our great progenitor, now toqch'd 
The Lybian strand ; when the fore-boding crow 
Flew on the right before the people, marking 
The country, destin'd the auspicious seat 
Of future kings and fiivonr of the god, 
Whpae oath is sure, and promise stands eternal. 

Or Boedromian hear'st thou pleas'd, or Clarian, 
Phcebus, great king? for different are thy nameif^ 
As thy kind Iwnd has founded many citiesy 
Or dealt benign thy various gifts to man. 
Camean le{ me call thee, for my country 
:Calls thee Camean -, the .fiur colony 
Thrice by thy gracious guidance was transportedi 
Ere settled in Cyreoe : there we appoint 
Thy annual feasts, kind god, and bless, tl^ altai:s,. 
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Smoking with hecatombs of shmghter'd bolb ; 
A» Carnus, thy high-priest and favoar'd fnend. 
Had erst ordain'd ; and with mysterioos rites 
Oar great forefathers taught their sons to worship 
Id Camean Phoebus! Id Paean! 

Tbe yellow crocus there and fair narcisflus, 
Reserve the honours of their winter store 
To deck thy temple, till retnminx spring 
Diffuses Nature's various pride, and flowers 
Innumerable, by Ihe soft south-west 
Open*d, and gathered by religions hands, [ment. 
Rebound their sweets ft-om the' odoriferoos pave- 
Perpetual fires shine hallowed on thy altars. 
When annual the Carnean feast is held : 
The warlike Libyans, clad in armour, lead 
The dance, with clanging swords and shidds they 
The dreadful measure: in tlie chorus join [beat 
Their women brown, font beautifiil ; such rites 
To thee well-pleasing. Nor had yet thy votaries, 
From Greece transplanted, touched Gyrene's banks, 
And lands determin d for their last altodes; 
But wander'd through Azilis* horrid forest 
Dispers*d : when from Myrtnsa's craggy brow, 
Fond of the maid, auspicious to the city, 
Which must hereafter b('ar her favoured name, 
Thou gracious deign'st to let the fiiir-ooe view 
Her typic people : thou with pleasure tanght'st her 
To draw tbe bow, to slay the shaggy lion, 
And stop the spreading ruin of the phiins. 
Happy the nymph^ who, honoured by thy passion, 
Was aided by thy power. The monstroos Python 
Durst tempt thy wrath in vain : for dead he fell 
To thy great strength and golden arms unequal. 

Id J while thy nnerring hand elanc'd 
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AnoAer, and another dart ; the people 
Joyful repeated, Id! lo Paean! 
Elance the dart, Apollo : for the safety 
And health of maoygracioiu thy mother bore thee. 
Envy, thy latest foe, suggested thus : 

* like thee I am a power immortal, therefore 

To thee dare speak. How can'st thou favour par- 
Those poets who write little ? Vast and great [tial 
Is what I love : the iar-extended ocean 
To a small rivulet I prefer.* Apollo 
Spam'd Envy with his foot, and thus the god : 

* Daemon, the head-long corrent of Euphrates, 
Assyrian river, eopions runs, but muddy ; 
And carries forward, with his stupid force, 
Polinting dirt ; his torrent still augmenting. 

His wave still more defil*d: meanwhile the nymphs 
Melissan, sacred and recluse to Ceres, 
Studious to have their offerings well receiv'd. 
And fit for heavenly use,, from little urns 
Poor streams select, and purity of waters. 

Id ! Apollo, mighty king, let Envy 
Ill-judging, and verbose, from Lethe's lake 
Draw tnns unmeasnrable : while thy favour 
Administers to my ambitions thirst 
The wholesome draught from Aganippe's spring 
Ciennine, and with soft murmurs gently rilling 
Adown the mountains where thy daughters haunt. 
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PALLAS AND VENUS. 

The Trojan swain had judged the great dispate. 
And Beauty's power obtained the golden fruit, 
When Venus, loose in all her naked charma. 
Met Jove's great daughter clad in shiniiig anns: 
The wanton goddess ▼iew'd the warhke maid 
From head to foot, and tamitingiy she said^ 

* Yield, sister ; rival, yield : naked, yon see 
I vanquish : guess how potent I should be. 
If to the field I came in armour dress'd ; 
Dreadful, like thine, my shield,and terrible my crest' 

The warrior-goddess with dKidain replied -, 

* Thy folly, child, is e^joal to thy pride : 
Let a brave enemy for once advise ; 
And Venus, if 'tis possible, be wise. 

Thon to be strong most pnt off every dress; 
Thy only armour is thy nakedness : 
And more than once (or thou art much belied) 
By Mars himself that armour has been tried.* 
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PARTIAL FAME. 

Thb stardy man, if he in love obtaiDS^ 
In open pomp and triumph reigns : 
The rabtle woman, if she should sncceedy 
Disowns the honour of the deed. 

Though he, for all his boast, is forc'd to yield. 
Though she can always keep the field : 
He vaunts his conquest, she conceals her ahamo 
How partial is the voice of Fame! 



TO CHLOE. 



Whislt I am scorch'd with hot desire, 
In vain cold friendship you return ; 

Your drops of pity on my fire, 
Alas ! but make it fiercer bum. 

Ah ! would yon have the flame suppressed, 
That kills the heart it heats too ftst, 

Take half my passion to your breast ; 
The rest in mine shall ever last 
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EPIGRJM, 

EXTEMPORE '• 

I fTOOD, sir, patient at yonr feet, 
Before yoar elbow-chair ; 

Bat make a bishop's throne yoor i 
ril kneel before you there. 



seat. 



One only thing can keep yon down, 
For yonr great soul too mean; 

Yon'd not, to moant a bishop's throne, 
Pay homage to the Qaeeo. 



NELL AND JOHN. 



When Nell, given o*er by the Doctor, was dying, 
And John at the chimney stood decently crying; 
* 'Tis in vain, (said the woman) to make snch ado, 
For to our long home we must all of us go !' 

> This epigram is printed from a pamphlet pabRsbed la 
1751, entitled, 'Hie friendly and honest Advice of an old 
Tory to the Vice Chancellor of Cambridge.* bto. f^em 
whence also is eitracted the following accoont of the occa- 
sion which gave birth to it. ' In the year nis, my oU 
ft-iend Matthew Prior, who waa then Fellow of St. Juhni, 
and who not long before bad been employed by the Queen 
as her plenipotentiary at the coort nf France, came to Cain* 
bridge ; and the next morning paid a visit to the roaster of 
his own college. The master loved Mr. Prior's principles, 
had a great opinion of his abilities, and a respect for bis 
character in the world ; but then he had a moch greater 
respect for himself. He therefore kept his seat himself, aad 
let the qoeen's ambassador stand, who Immediaiely on hit 
rctnm wrote the above epigram.* 
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' < TnEie, Nell, (replied John) bat, what yet u the 

worst 
For 08 that remaia, the best always go first : 
Remember, dear wife, that I said so last year, 
When yoa lost yoar white heifer, and I my brown 
mare!' 



BIBO AND CHARON. 

When Bibo thonght fit from the world to retreat, 
As fall of champagne as an egg*8 fiUl of meat, 
He wak'd in the boat -, and to Charon he said, 
He would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 
< Trim the boat, and sit qniet, (stern Charon replied) 
Yoo may have forgot, you was drunk when you died.' 



WIVES BY THE DOZEN. 

* O DEiLTB ! how thou spoil'st the best project of 

Ufe!' 
Said Gabriel, who still, as he buried one wife. 

For' the sake of her &mily, married her cousin \ 
And thus, in an honest collateral line. 
He still married on till his number vras nine» 

Full sorry to die till he made up his dozen. 
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FATAL LOVE. 

^ooR Hal caught his death standing mider a spoot. 
Expecting, till midnight, when Nan would come oot; 
But iatal liis patience, as cruel the dame, 
And curs'd was the weather tfaat^aench'd the man's 
flame. 
Whoe'er thou art, that read'st these moral lines, 
Make love at home, and go to bed betimes. 



A SAILORS WIPE. 

Quoth Richard in jest, looking wistiy at Nelljt 

* Methmks, child, you seem something round m 

the belly !' 
Kell answered him snappishly, * How can that be, 
When my husband has been more than two years 

at sea?' 

* Thy husband ! (quoth Dick) why that matter waa 

carried 
Most secretly, Nell ; I ne'er thought thou wert 
married.' 



THE MODERN SAINT. 

Her time with equal prudence Silvia shares. 
First writes a billet-d4mx, then says her prayen j 
Her mass and toilet -, vespers and the play ; 
Thus Ood and Ashtaroth divide the day : 
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Constant she keeps her Ember-week and Lent, 
At Easter calls all Israel to her tent : 
I«oose without hawd, and pious withoat zeal, 
She still repeats the sins she would conceal* 
Envy herself from Silvia's life must grant. 
An artful woman makes a Modem Saint. 



THE PARALLEL. 

Prometheus, forming Mr. Day, 
Carv'd something like a man in clay. 

The mortal's work might well miscarry ; 
He, that does Heaven and earth control, 
Alone has power tp form a sool, 

His hand is evident in Hany. 
Since one i» bat a moving clod, 
T other the lively form of God ; 

'Squire Wallis, you will scarce be able, 

To prove all poetry but fable. 



TflK HONEST SHEPHERD, 

A GREEK EPIGRAM IMITATED. 

When hungry wolves had trespassed on the fold. 
And the robb'd shepherd his sad story told ; 
* Call in Alcides, (said a crafty priest) 
Give him one half, and he'll secure the rest.' 
< No ! (said the shepherd) if the Fates decree. 
By ravaging my flock, to rum me ; 
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To their comnMUicU I viiUogly resign, 
Power is their character, and patience mine ; 
Thoogh, troth ! to me there seems but little odds. 
Who prove the greatest robbers, wolves or gods !' 



THE INCURABLE. 

Phillis, yon boast of perfect health in vain. 
And laugh at those who of their ills complam : 
That with a frequent fever Chloe bums, 
And Stella's plumpness into dropsy turns! 

Phillis, while the patients are nineteen, 
little, alas I are their distempers seen. 
But thou, for all thy seeming health, art ill, 
Beyond thy lover's hopes, or Blackmorc's skill; 
?<Jo lenitives can thy disease assuage, 

1 tell thee, 'tis incurable—'tis Age. 



DOCTORS DIFFER. 

When Willis' of Ephraim heard Rochester* 
preach, 
Thus Bentley said to him, <Ipr'ytbee,dear bro- 
tlier. 
How lik'st thon this sermon ? 'tis ont of my reach. 
* His is one way, (said Willis) and oni^ is 
another ; 
I care not for carping ; but this I can tell. 
We preach very sadly, if he preaches well.' 

I BUbop of GIoHcestcr. > Bishop Atterbnry. 
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ON BISHOP ATTERBURY. 

Mbbk Francis lies here, friend : without stop or 

stay, 
As yon valoe yoiir))eace> make the best of yonr 

way. 
Thongb at present arrested by Deatli's caitiff paw; 
If he stirs, be may still have recourse to the law : 
And in the King's-bench should a verdict be fonnd. 
That by livery and seisin his grave is his ground ; 
He will claim to himself what is strictly his due. 
And an action of trespass will straiglitway ensue. 
That yon withoot right on his premises tread, 
On a simple surmise that the owner is dead« 



ON BISHOP ATTERBURY*S 

BURYING THE DUXE OF BUCKINGHAM, 1720. 

' I HAVE no hopes,' the Duke he says, and dies; 
■* In snre and certain hopes,' the Prelate cries : 
Of these two learned peers, I pr'ythee, say, man. 
Who is the lying knave, the Priest or Layman P 
Tiie Dnke he stands an infidel confessed ; 
* He's our dear brother,' quoth the lordly priest: 
The Duke, though knave, still < Brother dear,' he 

cries; 
And who can say, the Reverend Prelate lies? 
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THE PEDANT. 

Lysander talks extremely well; 
On any subject let bim dwell, 

His tropes and figures will content ye : 
He should possess to all degrees 
The art of talk ; he practises 

Full fourteen hours in four-and-twenty. 



THE REMEDY 

WORSE THAN THE DISEASE. 

I SENT for Ratclifie, was so ill 
That other doctors gave me over. 

He felt my pulse, prescribed his pill, 
And I was likely to recover. 

But when the wit began to wheeze, 
And wine had warm'd the politiciao; 

Car*d yesterday of my disease, 
I died last night of my physician. 



CAUTIOUS ALICE. 

So good a wife doth lissy make, 
That from all company she fiieth ; 

Such virtuous courses doth she take. 
That she all evil tongues defieth ; 

And, for her dearest spouse's sake^ 
She with his brethren only liethf 
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TRUTH TOLD AT LAST. 

Says Pontius in rage, contradicting his wife, 
< You never yet told me one truth in your life.* 
Vext Pontia no way could this thesis allow, 
* Yoa're a cuckold, (says she) do I tell you truth 
now?* 



TO DUKE DE NOAILLES. 

Vain the concern which yon express. 
That nncaU*d Alard will possess 

Your house and coach, both day and night. 
And that Macbeth was haunted less 

By Banquo's restless sprite. 

With fifteen thousand pounds a-year. 
Do yon complain yon cannot bear 

An ill you may soon retrieve? 
Good Alard, faith, is modester 

By mnch than you believe. 

JjBnd him but 6fty Unda d* or, 
And you shall never see him more : 

Take the advice ; probatum est. 
Why do the gods indulge our store, 

But to secure our rest ? 
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ON A F'-Ty 

LET IN THE HQUSE OF COMMONS. 

READBft, I was born, aod cried ; 
I cracked, I smelt, aod so I died : 
like Juljns Caesar's was my death, 
Who in the senate lost his breath. 
Much alike entomb'd does lie 
The noble Remains and I : 
And when I died, like Flora fair, 
I left the commonwealth my heir. 



FROM THE GREEK. 

Great Bacchus, bom in thunder and in &rep 
By native heat asserts his dreadful sire. 
Nourished near shady rills and cooling streams. 
He to the nymphs avows his amorous flames. 
To all the brethren at the Bell and Vme, 
The moral says, < Mix water with your wine.' 
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CARMEN SECULAREf 

POR THE YEAR 1700. 
TO THE KING. 



Aspiee, ventaro laetentnr ut omnia sskIo : 
O miiii tain longae maneat pars ultima vitas 
Kpiritaa, et quantum sat erit tna dlcere fkcla r 

VIRO. Ed. IV. 



Thy elder look, great Janus, cast 

Into the long records of ages past ; 

Review the years in fairest action dressed 

With noted white, superior the rest ; 

JEns deriv'd, and chronicles begnn 

From empires fonoded, and from battles won : 

Show all the spoils by valiant kings achiev'd, 

And groaning nations by their arms relieved ; 

The wonnds of patiiots in their country's caos6. 

And happy power sustain'd by wholesome laws } 

In €:omely rank call every merit forth. 

Imprint on every act its standard worth ; 

The glorions parallels then downward bring 

To modern wonders, and to Britain's King ; 

With equal justice and historic care. 

Their laws, their toils, their arms, with liis compare j 
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Confess the various attributes of Fame 
Collected and complete in William's name ; 
To all the listeoiog world relate, 
(As tlion dost his story read) 
That nothiDg went before so great. 
And nothing greater can succeed. 

Thy native LAtiom was thy darling care, 
Pradent in peace, and terrible in war ; 
The boldest virtues that have governed earth. 
From Latinm's fruitful womb derive their birth. 
Then turn to her fair written page. 
From dawning childhood to established age. 
The glories of her empire trace, \ 

Confront the heroes of thy Roman race, ^ 

And let the justest palm the victor's temples I 
grace. ) 

The sun of Mars reduc*d the tremblmg swains. 
And spread his empire o'er the distant pkuns ; 
But yet the Sabins' violated charms 
Obscured the ?lory of his rising arms. 
Nnma the rights of strict religion knew, 
On every altar laid the incense due ; 
Unskill'd to dart the pointed spear. 
Or lead the forward youth to noble war. 
Stem Brutus was with too much horror good. 
Holding his fasces stain'd with filial blood. 
Fabius was wise, but with excess of care, 
He sav*d his country, but prolong'd the war ; 
While Decius, Paulns, Curius, greatly fought, 
And by th^r strict examples taught 
How wild desires should be controird. 
And how much brighter virtue was than gold ; 
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They scarce their swelling thirst of fiime could hide. 
And boasted poverty with too mnch pride. 
Excess in youth made Scipio less rever*d ; 
And CatOy dying, seem'd to own he fear'd. 
Jolins with honour tam'd Rome's foreign foes ; 
But patriots fell, ere the Dictator rose : 
And while with clemency Augustus reign'd, 
The monarch was ador'd, the city chained. • 

With jnstest honour be their merits dress'd^ 
Bnt be their failings, too, confessed : 
Their virtue like their Tyber's flood 
Rolling, its course design'd (he country's good. 
But oft the torrent's too impetuous speed 
From the low earth tore some polluting weed ; 
And with the blood of Jove there always ran 
Some viler part, some tincture of the i 



Few virtues after these so fax prevail, 
Bnt that their vices more than turn the scale ; 
Valonr grown wild by pride, and power by rage^ 
Did the true charms of majesty impair ; 
Rome, by degrees, advancing more in age, 
Show'd sad remains of what had once been fair. 
Till Heaven a better race of men supplies. 
And glory shoots new beams from western skies. 

Tom then to Pharamond and Chariemain, 
And the long heroes of the Gallic strain ; 
Experienced chiefs, for hardy prowess \^nowD, 
And bloody wreaths in venturous battles won. 
From the first William, onr great Norman king> 
The bold Plantagenets and Tudors bring 
Illustrious virtues, who by turns have rose 
In foreign fields to check Britannia's foes ; 
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With happy laws her empire to sastain, 
And with fall power assert her ambient main ; 
Bat, sometimes, too indostrioas to be great. 
Nor patient to expect the turns of Fate, 
They open'd camps, deform*d by civil iight. 
And made proud Conquest trample over right. 
Disparted Britain moarn'd their doabtiiil sway. 
And dreaded both, when neither would obey. 

From Didier and imperial Adolph trace 
The glorious ofispring of the Nassau race. 
Devoted lives to pnblic liberty, 
The chief still dying or the country free : 
Then see the kindred blood of Orange flow. 
From warlike Comet, through the loins of Bean ; 
Through Chalon next, and there with Nasaan jom, 
From Rhone's fair banks transplanted to the Rbhie. 
Bring next the royal list of Stuarts forth, 
Undaunted minds, that rurd the rugged North, 
Till Heaven's decrees by ripening times are shown, ] 
Till Scotland's kings ascend the English throne, 
And the &ir rivals live for ever one. 






Janus, mighty deity, 

Be kind, and as thy searching eye 

Does our modem story trace, 

Finding some of Stuart's race 

Unhappy, pass their annals by ; 

No hardi reflection let remembrance raise ; 

Forbear to mention what thou canst not praise : 

But as. tfaoa dwell'st upon that heavenly name ', 

To grief for ever sacred, as to fiime, 

1 Qaeeu Mary. 

Digitized by Google 



mSCBLLANIES. 73 

Ob ! read it to thyself; in silence weep. 
And thy convubive sorrows inward keep, 
Lest Britain's grief shonid waken at tiie sound. 
And blood gush fresh irom her eternal wound. 

Whither wonldst thou further look ? 

Read William's acts, and close the ample book ; 

Pemse the wonders of his dawning life. 

How, like Alcides, he began ; 

With infant patience calm*d seditious strife, 

And quell'd the snakes which round his cradle ran« 

Describe his youth, attentive to alarms. 

By dangers form'd, and perfected in arms ; 

When cooqoering, mild ; when conquered, not dis- 
graced ; 

By wrongs hot lessen'd, nor by triumphs rais'd ; 

Superior to the blind events 

Of little human accidents. 

And constant to his first decree, 

To curb the proud, to set the injor'd free ; 

To bow the haoghty neck, and raise the sup- 
pliant knee. 

His opening years to riper manhood bring. 
And see the hero perfect in the king: 
Imperious arms by manly reason sway'd. 
And power supreme by free consent obey*d, 
With how much haste his mercy meets his foes, 
And how unbounded his forgiveness flows ; 
With what desire he makes his subjects bless'd, 
His favours granted ere his throne addressed; 
What trophies o'er our captiv'd hearts he rears, 
By arts of peace more potent than by wan -, 

VOL. II. F 
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How o*er himself as o*er the world he reigos. 
His morals strengtbeniflg what his law ordains. 

Through all his thread of life already spfBO, 

Becoming grace and proper action run : 

The piece by Virtue's equal hand is wrought, 

Mix'd with no crime, and shaded with no faulty 

No footsteps of the victor's rage 

Left in the camp where William did engage; 

No tincture ^f the monarches pride 

Upon the royal purple spied : 

His fame, like gold, the more 'tis tried 

The more shall its mtrinac worth proclaho. 

Shall pass the combat of the searching flame, 

And triumph o'er the vanquish'd heat, 

For ever coming out the same. 

And losing nor its lustre nor its weight. 

Janus, be to William just ; 

To faithful History his actions trust ; 

Command her, with pecubar care. 

To trace each toil, and comment every war: 

His saving wonders bid her write 

In characters distinctly blight, 

That each revolving age may read 

The patriot's piety, the hero's deed : 

And still the sire inculcate to his son 

Transmissive lessons of the King's renown, 

That William's glory still may live, 

TVhen all that present art can give, 

The pillai^d marble, and the tablet brass. 

Mouldering drop the victor's praise ; 

When the great monuments of his pow^ 

3haUttow bt visible no mor«; 
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Wbcn Sambre shall have chang'd her wiodiog flood 
And children ask where Namar stood. ' 

Namar, proud city; how her towers were arm'dl 
How she contemn'd the* approaching foe ! 

Till she by William's trumpets was alarm'd, 
And shook, and sank, and fell beneath his' blow. 

Jove and Pallas, mighty pow'rs^ 

Gaided the hero to the hostile tow'rs : 

Persens seem'd less swift in war 

When, wing'd with speed, he flew through air. 

Bmbattled nations strive in vain 

The hero's glory to restrain : rfl^^ 

Streams arm'd with rocks, and monntains red with 

In vain against his force conspire. 

Behold him from |he dreadful height appear I 

And, lo! Britannia's Lions waving there. 

Europe freed, and France repelPd, 
The hero from the height beheld: 
He spake the word, that war and rage should cease • 
He bid the Maese and Rhine in safety flow, ' 
And dictated a lasting peace 
To the rejoicing world below. 
To rescned states and vindicated crowns, 
Hb equal hand prescribed their ancient bounds- 
Ordain'd whom every province should obey j ' 
How far each monarch should extend his sway; 
Taught them, how clemency made power revered. 
And that the prince belov'd was truly fear'd. 
Firm by his side unspotted Honour stood, 
Pleas'd to confess him not so great as good : 
His head- with brighter beams fair Virtue d«!k»d 
Than thoM which aU his ntuaerons crowas reflect • 
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Established Freedom clapp'd ber joyfiil wiogiy 
Proclaimed the first of men and beit of lungs. 

Wbitber would the Mnse aspire 

With Pindar's rage, without his fire ? 

Pardon me, Janus, 'twas a fiinlt, 

Created by too great a thought; 

Mindless of the god and day, 

I from thy altars, Janus, stray, 

From thee, and from myself, borne fiur away. 

The fiery Pegasus disdains 

To niiod the rider's voice, or hear the reins : 

When glorious fields and opening camps he views. 

He runs with an unbounded loose : 

Hardly the Muse can sit the headstrong horse. 

Nor would she, if she could, check his impetnoos 

force : 
With the glad noise the cliffs and vallies ring, 
While she througli earth and air pursues the king. 

She now beholds him on the Belgic shore. 
Whilst Britain's tears his ready help implore ; 
Dissembling for her sake his rising cares. 
And with wise silence pondering vengeful wars. 
She through the raging ocean now 
Views him advancing his auspicious prow -, 
Combating adverse winds and winter seas, 
Sighing the moments that defer our ease ; 
Daring to wield the sceptre's dangerous weight, 
And taking the command to save the state ; 
Though ere the doubtfiil gift can be secnr^d, 
New wars must be sustained, new wounds endni'd. 

Through rongli leme's camps she sooods atarms, 
\nd kingdoms yet to be redeemed by arms ; 
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In the dank marshes finds her glorious theme. 
And plnnges after him throagh Boyne's fierce 

stream. 
She bids the Nereids ran with trembling haste^ 
To tell old Ocean how the hero pass'd : 
The god retmkes their fear, and owns the praise 
Worthy that arm whose empire he obeys. 

Back to his Albion she delights to bring 
The bnmblest victor, and the krodest king. 
Albion with open trinmph would receive 
Her hero, nor obtams his leave ; 
Firm he rejects the altars she would raise, 
And thinks the teal, while he declines the praise. 
Again she follows hhn through Belgia's land. 
And countries often sav'd by William's hand ; 
Hears joyfiil nations bless those happy toils 
Which freed the people, but retnm'd the spoils. 
In various views she tries her constant theme, 
Finds him in councils and in arms the same: 
When certain to overcome, inclined to save, 
Tardy to vengeance, and vrith mercy brave. 

Sudden another scene employs her sight ; 
She sets her hero in another light ; 
Paints his great mind superior to success^ 
Declining conquest to establish peace; 
She brings Astrea down to earth again. 
And Quiet, brooding o'er his fiiture reign. 

Then with unwearied wing the goddess soars 
East, over Danube and Propontis* shores. 
Where jarring empires, ready to engage, 
Retard their armies, and suspend their rage; 
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Till WUtiun'ft word, like that of Fate, declares 
If they shall study peace or lengthen wars. 
How sacred his renown for equal laws. 
To whom the world defers its common caose ! 
How fair his friendships, and his leagues how just, 
Whom every nation courts, whom all religions trust ! 

From the Masotis to the northern sea 
The goddess wings her desperate way, 
Sees the young Muscovite^, the mighty head. 
Whose sovere^n terror forty nations dread, 
Enamour'd with a greater monarch's praise, 
And passing half the earth to his embrace: 
She in his rule beholds his Volga's force, 
0*er precipices with impetuous sway 
Breaking, and as he rolls hU rapid course, 
Drowning, or bearing down,whatever meets his way. 
But her own king she likens to his Thames, 
With gentle course devolving fruitfiil streams ; 
Serene, yet strong ; majestic, yet sedate ; 
Swift vrithout violence, without terror great. 
Each ardent nymph the rising current craves, 
Each shepherd's prayer retards the partmg waves ; 
The vales along the bank their sweets disclose. 
Fresh flowers for ever rise, and fruitful harvest 
grows. 

Yet whither would the' adventrous goddess go? 
Sees she not clouds, and earth, and mam below? 
Minds she the dangers of the Lycian coast. 
And 6elds where mad Bellerophon was lost? 
Or is her towering flight reclaimed. 
By seas from Icaius's downfal nam'd? 

• Peter the Great. 
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Vain b the call, aud uselew the advice, 
To wise persuasion deaf, and human cries. 
Yet upward she incessant flies, 
Resolv'd to reach the high empyrean sphere, 
And tell great Jove she sings bis image here ; 
To ask for William an Olympic crown, [known ; 
To Chromias' strength, and Theron's speed no- 
Till lost in trackless fields of shining day, 
Unable to discern the way. 
Which Nassau's virtue only could explore, 
Untouch'd, unknown, to any Muse before, 
She, from the noble precipices thrown, 
Comes rushing with nncomraon ruin down : 
Glorious attempt ! unhappy fate I 
The song too daring, and the theme too great! 
Yet rather thus she wills to die. 
Than in continued annals live to sing 
A second hero or a vulgar king. 
And with ignoble safety fly 
In sight of earth, along a middle sky. 

To Janus' altars, and the numerous throng 

That round his mystic temple press. 

For William's life and Albion's peace. 

Ambitious Muse reduce the roving song. 

Janus, cast thy forward eye 

Future, into great Rhea's pregnant womb, 

Where young ideas brooding lie, 

And tender images of things to come. 

Till by thy high commands releas'd. 

Till by thy hand m proper atoms dress'd. 

In decent order they advance to Uglit ; f 

Yet then too swiftly fleet by human sight, > 

And meditate too soon their everlasting flight } 
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Nor beaks of shipB in naval trinmph borne* 

Nor standards from the hostile ramparts tom^ 

Nor trophies brought from battles won. 

Nor oaken wreath, nor mural crown, 

Can any future honours give 

To the victorious monarch's name : 

The plenitude of William's fiime 

Can no accumulated stores receive. 

8httt, then, auspicious god, thy sacred gate^ 

And make us happy as onr king is great : 

Be kind, and with a milder hand 

Closing the volume of the finished age, 

(Though noble, 'twas an iron page) 

A more deligfatfiil leaf expand, 

Free from alarms, and fierce Rellona's rage, 

Bid the great Montlis begin their joyful round. 

By Flora some, and some by Ceres crown'd : 

Teach the glad Hours to scatter as they fly 

Soft quiet, gentle love, and endless joy > 

Lead forth the Years for peace and plenty fam'd^ 

From Saturn's rule and better metal nam'd. 



Secure by William's care let Britain stand, 
Nor dread the bold invader's hand : 
From adverse shores in safety let her hear 
Foreign calamity and distant war, 
Of which let her, great Heaven, no portion bear. 
Betwixt the nations let her hold the scale. 
And as she wills, let either part prevail : 
Let her glad vallies smile with wavy com. 
Let fleecy' flocks her rising hills adom ; 
Around her coast let strong defence be spread, 
Let fair abundance on her breast ' 
And heavenly sweets bloom round 
head. 
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Where the white towers and ancient roofi did stand. 
Remains of Wolsey's or great Henry's hand. 
To age now yielding, or devonr'd by flame ^y 
Let a yonng phenix raise her towering head, 
Her wings with lengthened honour let her spread, 
And by her greatness show her builder's iame : 
August and open, as the hero's mind, 
Be her capacious courts design'd ; 
Let every sacred pillar bear 
Trophies of arms and monuments of war. 
The king shall there in Parian marble breathe, 
His shoulder bleeding fresh ; and at his feet 
Disarm'd shall lie the threatening Death : 
(For so was, saving Jove's decree, complete) 
Behind, that angel shall.be plac'd whose shield 
Sav'd Europe, in the blow repell'd : 
On the firm basis, fi-om his oozy bed, 
Boyne shall raise his laurel'd head, 
And his immortal stream be known, 
Artfully waving through the wounded stone. 

And t])on, imperial Windsor, stand enlarg'd, 
With all the monarch's trophies cbarg'd ; 
Thou, the fair Heaven tliat dost the stars inclose 
Which William's bosom wears, or hand bestows 
On the great champions who support his throne, 
And virtues nearest to his own. 

Round Ormond's knee thou ty'st the mystic string 
That makes the knight companion to the king. 



s Wbifehall once belonged to tbe Archbishop of York. It 
was taken Ikrom Wolsey by Henry VIII. who converted it 
into a royal palace. In 1698 tbe whole of it, except the 
Banqneting-honse, was destroyed by fire. 
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From gforions camps retiirn'dj aod foreign fields. 
Bowing before thy sainted warrior'ii sbriney 
Fast by his great forefather's coats and shields, 
Blazon'd from Bohun's or from Butler's line. 
He hangs bis arms, nor fears those arms shouldshioe 
With an unequal ray, or that his deed 
With paler glory should recede, 
Eclips'd by theirs, or lessen'd by the fame 
£v'n of his own maternal Nassau's name. 

Thou smilins; seest great Dorset's worth confess'd. 
The ray distinguishing the patriot's breast ; 
Bom to protect and love, to help and please. 
Sovereign of wit, and oniament of peace. 
O ! long as breath informs this fleeting frame. 
Ne'er let me pass in silence Dorset's name ; 
Ne'er cease to mention the continued debt. 
Which the great patron only would forget, 
And duty, long as life, must study to acquit 

Renown'd in thy records shall Ca'ndish stand, 
Asserting legal power and just command ; 
To the great house tliy favour shall be shown, 
The Other's star transmissive to the son. 
Fk-om thee the Talbots' and the Seymours' race 
Infbrm'd, their sires' immortal steps shall trace : 
Happy may their sons receive 
The bright reward which thou alone canst give. 

And if a god these lucky numbers guide, 

If sure Apollo o'er the verse preside, 

Jersey, belov'd by aU (for all must feel 

The influence of a form and mind 

Where comely grace and constant virtue dwell, 

like mingled streams, more forcible, when joiu'd) 
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Jersey ahaU at thy altars stand, 
Shall there receive the azure band, 
That fairest mark of favour and of fame, 
Familiar to the Villiers* name. 

Science to raise, and knowledge to enlarge, 
Be onr great master's fiitare charge : 
To write his own memoirs, and leave his heirs 
High schemes of government and plans of wars; 
By &ir rewards our noble youth to raise 
To emulous merit, and to thirst of praise ; 
To lead them out from ease, ere opening dawn, 
Through the thick forest and the <Hitant Jawn, 
Where. the fleet stag employs their' ardent care, 
And chases give them images of war : 
To teach them vigilance by ialse alarms, 
Inure them in ftign'd camps to real arms ; 
Practise them now to curb the tumiog steed, 
Mocking the foe, now to his rapid speed 
To give the rein, and in the full career 
To draw the certain sword, or send the pointed 
spear. 

Let him unite his subjects' hearts. 

Planting societies for peaceful arts ; 

Some that in nature shall true knowledge found, 

And by experiment make precept sound } 

Some that to morals shall recal the age, 

And purge from vicious dross the sinking stage ; 

Some that with care true eloquence shall teach, 

And to just idioms ^x our doubtful speech, 

That from our writers distant realms may know 

The thanks we to our monarch owe. 

And schools profess onr tongue through every land 

Tb^t has mvok'd his aid, or bless'd his hand. 
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Let his bigh power the drooping Mates rear. 

The Mnses only can reward bis care ; 

^ts tbey that guard the great Atrides' spoils : 

*Tis they that still renew Ulysses* toils: 

To them by smiling Jove *twas given to save 

Distinguished patriots from the common grave ; 

To them, great M^illiam's glory to recal, 

When statues moulder, and when arches fall. 

Nor let the Muses, with ungrateful pride. 

The sources of their treasure bide ; 

The hero's virtue does the string inspire, 

When with big joy they strike the living lyre : 

On William's fiune their fate depends : 

With bun the song begins, with him it ends. 

From the bright effluence of his deed 

Tliey borrow that re6ected light 

With which the lasting lamp they feed 

Whose beams dispel the damps of envioos night. 

Through various climes, and to each distant pole. 
In happy tides let active Commerce roll : 
Let Britain's ships export an annual fleece. 
Richer than Argos brought to ancient Greece, 
Returning loaden with the shining stores 
Which lie profuse on either India's shores. 
As our high vessels pass their watery way, 
Let all the naval world due homage pay ; 
With hasty reverence their top-honours lower. 
Confessing the asserted power 
To whom by Fate 'twas given, with happy sway 
To caUn the earth and vindicate the sea. 

Our prayers are heard ; our master's fleets shall go 
As iar as winds can bear or waters flow, 
New lands to make, new Indias to explore. 
In worlds unknown to plant Britannia's pow'r ; 
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NMions yet wild, by precept to reclaim, 

And teach them anns and arts in William's name. 

With humble joy and with respectful fear 

The listening people shall his story hear ; 

The wounds he bore, the dangers he sustain*d, 

How &r he conqaer'd, and how well he reign'd ; 

Shall own his mercy eqaal to his fame. 

And form their children's accents to his name, 

Inquiring how, and wheo, from Heaven he came. 

Their regal tyrants shall with blushes hide 

Their little lusts of arbitrary pride, 

Nor bear to see their vassals tied ; 

When William's vutues raise their opening thought. 

His forty years for public freedom fought, 

Europe by his hand sustain*d, 

His conquest by his piety restrained, 

And o'er himself the last great triumph gained. 

No longer shall their wretched zeal adore 

Ideas of destructive pow'r, 

Spirits that hurt, and godheads that devour : 

New incense they shall bring, new altars raise, 

And fill their temples with a stranger's praise ; 

When the great fathei's character they find 

Visibly stamp'd upon the hero's mind. 

And own a present deity confess'd, 

In valour that preserv'd, and power that bless'd. 

Through the large convex of the aznre sky 
(For thitlier Nature casts our common eye) 
Fierce meteors shoot their arbitrary light. 
And comets march, with lawless horror bright : 
These hear no mle, no righteous order own, 
Their inflneiice dr«ftded as their ways unknown ; 
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TbroDgb threiteifd lands tbey wild destroctioa 
Till ardent prayer averts tbe public woe : [throv^ 
But the bright orb that blesMS all above. 
The sacred fire, the real son of Jove, 
Rules not his actions by capricious wiOy 
Nor by nngovem'd power declines to ifl : 
Flx'd by just laws he goes for ever right ; 
Man knows his course, and thence adores his light. 

O Janns I would entreated Fate conspire 
To grant what Britain's wishes could require, 
Above, that sun should cease his way to go, 
£re William cease to rule and bless below : 
But a relentless destiny » 

Urges all that e'er was bom ; 
Snatch'd from her arms, Britannia once must moorn 
The demi-god ; the earthly half must die. 
Yet if our incense can your wrath remove. 
If human prayers avail on minds above, 
Exert, great god, thy interest in the sky. 
Gain each kind power each guardian deity. 
That, conquered by the public vow, 
They bear the dismal mischief far away -, 
O ! long as utmost Nature may allow, 
Let them retard the threatened day : 
Still be our master's life tliy happy care ; 
Still let his blessings witli his years increase } 
To bis laborious youth, consum'd in war. 
Add lasting age, adorned and crown'd vrith peaee: 
Let twisted olives bind those laurels fast. 
Whose verdure mnst for ever last 

Long let thisgrowwg eta bless his sway. 
And let opr sons his present rolar'4»bey -, 
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On his sure virtae long let earth rely/ 
And late let the imperial Eagle fly,. 
To bear the hero through his father's sky 
To Leda*s twins, or he whose glorioas speed 
On foot prevailed, or he who tam^d the steed : 
To Hercules at length, absolv'd by Fate 
From earthly toil, and above envy great ; 
T^ Virgil's theme, bright Cytherea's son, 
Sire of the LAtian and the British throne ; 
To all the radiant names above, 
Rever'd by men and dear to Jove : 
Late; Janus, let the Nassau-star 
New-bom, in rising majesty appear, 
To tridmph over vanqnish'd night. 
And guide the prosperous mariner 
With everlastusg beams of friendly light. 



CELIA TO DAMON. 



Aique io amore malt baec proprio, smnnieqire secbfndo 
Invenlimtar LUCRBT. Lib. 1V> 



What can I say, what arguments can prove . 
My truth, what colours can describe my love^ 
If its excess and fury be not known 
In what thy Celia has already done ? 

Thy infant flames, whilst yet they were conoeafd 
In timorous doubts, with pity I beheld ; 
With easy smiles dispelled the silent fear 
That durst not tell me what I died to hear. 
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In vain I strove to check my growing flamey 
Or shelter passion under friendship's name ; 
You saw my heart how it my tongue betied. 
And when you pressed, how faintly I dented. — 
Ere guardian thought could bring its scattered aid, 
Ere reason could support the doubting maid» 
My soul surprised, and from herself disjoin'd^ 
Left all resenre, and all the sex behind : 
From your command her motions she received. 
And not for me, but yon, she breath'd and liT'd 

But ever bless*d be Cytherea's shrine^ 
And fires eternal on her altars shine, 
Since thy dear breast has felt an equal wound. 
Since in thy kindness my desires are crown'd. 
By thy each look^and thought, and care, 'ds shown 
Thy joys are centei-'d all in me alone ; 
And sure I am, thou wouldst not change this hour 
For all the white ones Fate has in its pow*r. — 

Yet thus belov'd, thus loving to excess, 
Yet thus receiving and returning bliss : 
In this great moment, in this golden now, 
When every trace of what, or when, or how. 
Should from my sonl by raging love be torn, 
And fiir on swelling seas of rapture borne, 
A melancholy tear afflicts my. eye. 
And my heart labours with a sudden sigh ; 
Invading fears repel my coward joy. 
And ills foreseen the present bliss destroy. 

Poor as it is, this beauty was the cause 
That with first sighs your panting bosom rose : 
But with no owner beauty long will stay, 
Upon the wings of time borne swift away. 
Pass but some fleeting years, and these poor eyei 
(Where now, without a boast, some lustr« lies) 
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No longer fthall their little honovn keep. 

Shall only be of use to read or weep ; 

And on this forehead, where yoor verse has said 

The Lo?es delighted^ and the Graces played. 

Insulting Age will trace bis cruel way, 

And leave sad marks of bis destructive sway. 

Mov*d by my charms, with them yonr love nrty 
And as the fuel sinks, the flame decrease : [cease, 
Or angry Heaven may <{uicker darts prepare, 
And sickness strike what time a while would spare : 
Then will my swain his glowing vows renew? 
Then will his throbbing heart to mine beat true, 
When my own 6ice deters me from my ghw. 
And RneJler only shows, what Celia was? 

Fantastic Fame may sound her wihl atamis : 
Your country, as yon think, may want your arms : 
Yon may neglect, or qneocfa, or hate the flame 
Whose smoke too long obscur'd your rising name. 
And quickly cold indiSerence will ensue. 
When you love's joys throogli honour's optic view. 

Then Celiacs loudest prayer will prove too weak 
To this abandon'd breast to bring you back : 
When my lost lover the taH ship ascends, 
With music gay, and wet with jovial friendS| 
The tender accents of a woman's cry 
Will pass unheard, will unregarded die ; 
When the roogh seaamn^s louder shouts prevail, '\ 
When &ir occasion shows the springing gale, f 
And interest guides the heln, and honour swells f* 
the sail. ) 

Some vnretcbed lines from this neglected hand > 
May find my hero on the foreign strand, [nnmd ; t 
Warn with new fires, and pleas'd with new com- } 

\rL. II. o 
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While the wbe wrote them, of all joy bereft. 
To the rude censore of the world U left, 
Her mangled fame in barbarous pastime lost. 
The coxcomb's novel, ai)^ tl^e drankards toast. 

But nearer care (O pardon it!) supplies 
Sighs to my breast and sorrow to my eyes : 
Xavo, Love himself (the only friend I have) 
May scorn his triumph, having bound his slave : 
That tyrant god, that restless conqueror, 
May quit his pleasure to assert his pow'r ; 
Forsake the provuices that bless his sway. 
To vanquish those which will not yet obey. 

Another nymph, with fetal power, may rise 
To damp the sinking beams of Celia's eyes ; 
With haughty pride may hear her charms coni^'d, 
And scorn the ardent vows that I have blest 
Yon every night may sigh for her in vain, 
And rise each morning to some frei^ disdain : 
While Celia's softest look may cease to charm, 
And her embraces want the power to warm; 
Wliile these foud arms, thus circling you, may 

prove 
More heavy chains than those of hopeless love. 

Just gods ! all other things their like produce; 
The vine arises from her mother's juice ; 
When feeble plants or tender flowers decay, 
They to their seed their images convey; 
Where the old myrtle her good influence sheds, 
Sprigs of like leaf erect their filial heads ; 
And when the parent-rose decays and dies, 
With a resembling fece the daughter-buds arise. 
That product only which our passions bear 
Eludes the planter's miserable care : 
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While blooming Love assures as golden fhiit, ^ 
Some inborn poison taints the secret root ; ^ 
Soon fall the flowers of joy, soon seeds of hatred I 
shoot. * / 

Say, shepherd, say, are these reflections trae ? 1 
Or was it bnt the woman's fear that drew > 

This cruel scene, nnjnst to love and you f ) 

Will you be only and for ever mine ? 
Shall neither time nor ase onr sonls disjoin ? 
•From this dear bosom shall I ne*er be tern ? 
Or you grow cold, respectfnl, and forsworn f 
And can yon not for her yon love do more 
Than any youth for any nymph before ? 



DAPHNE AND APOLLO. 

IICrrATBD PIIOM THB 
FIRST BOOK OP OVID'S METAMORPHOSES. 



Nympha, precor, Pen«i mane. 

OVID. Met. Lib I. 



APOLLO. 

Abat^, fliir Fugitive, abate thy speed, 
I>ismiss thy fears, and tnrn tliy beauteous head'; 
With kind rei^ard a panting lover view ; 
X^ess swiftly fly, less swiftly I'll pursue ; 
pathless, alas ! and rngged is the ground, [wonnd. 
Some stone may hurt thee, or some thorn may 
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Dafh. [0mie,1 This care is for hinsdf^ as sure 

as death ; 
One mile has put the fellow ont of breath ; 
He'll never do, I'll lead him t'other round ; 
Washy he itf, perhaps not over-sonnd. 

Apol. You tiy, alas! not knowing whom yon 6y. 
Nor ill-bred swain, nor rusty clown am 1 : 
\ Claros' isle and Tenedos command — [bud. 

\)ai>h. Tliank ye : I would not leave my native 

Apol. What is to come, by certain arts I know. 

Daph. Pish ! Partridge ' has as fiiir pretence as 

Apol. Behold the beauties of my locks. — [yen. 

Daph. A % — 

That may be counterfeit, a Spanish wig : 
Who cares for all that bosh of curling hair. 
Whilst your smooth chin is so extremely bare ? 

Apol. I sing 

Daph. — ^That never shall be Dapline's choice. 
Sypbacio had an tidmirablc voice. 

Apol. Of every herb I tell the mystic pow'r, 
To certain health the patient I restore ; 
Sent for, caress'd — 

Daph. — Ours is a wholesome air ; 
You'd better go to Tovm and practise there ; 
For me, I've no obstructions to remove ; ^ 

I'm pretty well, I thank your father Jove, > 

And physic is a weak ally to love. ) 

Apol. For learning fam'd, fine verses I com- ^ 
pose. f 

Daph. So do your brother ipiaeksand brother t 
Memorials only, and ro views, write prose. [beauY^ ' 
Apol. From the bent yew I send the pointed reed, 
Sure of its aim, and fatal in its speed.--* 

* a nottd S8tn»log!sr mud almiuiacnjsiker. 
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Dafk. Then leaving me, wfaom fare yon would 
In yonder thicket exercise yonr skill : [not kill, 
Shoot there at beasts ; but for the limnan heart 
Yonr cousin Cnpid has the only dart. 

A POL. Yet tarn, O beauteons maid, yet deiga 
A lovesick deity's impetuous pray'r : [to hear 

O let me woo thee as thou wonld'st be woo*d. — 

Daph. First, therefore, don't be so extremely 
rude; 
Don't tear the hedges down, and tread the clover 
like » hobgoblin, rather than a lover : 
Next, to my father's gr^ttto sometimes come; 
At ebbing tide he always is at home. 
Read the Courant with him, and let him know ^ 
A little polities, how matters go > 

Upon his brother-rivers Rhine or Po. .1 

As any maid or footman comes or goes, 
Pnll off your bat, and ask how Daphne does*: 
These sort of folks will to each other tell 
Tlmt yon respect me ; that, you know, looks, well^ 
Then if you are, as yon pretend, the god 
That mles the day, and much upon the road, 
You'll find a hundred trifles in yonr way. 
That you may bring one borne from AfHca ; 
Some little rarity, some bird, or beast. 
And now and then a jewel from the East ; 
A lacker'd cabinet, some Oiina<»ware, 
Yon have them mighty cheap at Pekin ^lir. 
Next, nota bene, yon shall never rove. 
Nor take example by yonr iather Jove. 
Last, for the ease and comfort of my life, 
Make me your (Lord, what startles you?) yonr wife! 
I'm now (they say) sixteen, or something more ; 
We mortals seldom Uve above fourscore ; 

Digitized by Google 



H MISCEIXAMIBS. 

Foancore ; you're good at nuinben ; let us tee, f 
Seventeen, suppose, remaining sixty-three ; > 

Aye, in that span of tinie you'll bury me. 3 

Meantime, if you have tumult, noise, and strife, 
(Things not abhorrent to a married life) 
Ttiey*ll quickly end, yon see j what signify. 
A few odd years to you that never die ? 
And, at\er all, you're half your time away. 
You know your business takes you up all day ; 
And coming late to bed, you need not fear. 
Whatever noise I make, you'll sleep, my dear : 
Or, if a winter-evening should be long, 
£v n read your physic-book, or make a song : 
Your wife, your steeds, diachalon, and rhyme. 
May take up any honest godhead's time. 
Thus, as you like it, you may love again. 
And let another Daphne have her reigp. 

Now love, or leave, my dear ; retreat, or follow; 
I Daphne (this premised) take thee Apollo ; 
And may 1 spht mto ten thousand trees, 
If I give up on other terms than these.' 

She said *, but what the amorous god replied, 
So Fate ordain'd, is to.onr search denied: 
By rats, alas ! the manuscript is eat ; 
O crnel banquet, which we all regret : 
Bavius, thy labours must this work restore. 
May thy good-will be equal to thy pow'r! 
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COUNTS MISTAKES. 

WRITTBlf VX IMITATION OF SPBNSBR'S STYLE. 



Me Indlt tmabilit 

HOR. 



Fast by the banks of Cam was Colin bred, 
(Ye Nympbs, for ever gaard that sacred stream) 
To Wtmple*s woody shade his way be sped, 
(Floarish those woods, the Moses' endless theme !) 
As whilom Colin ancient books had read, 
Lays Greek and Roman would he oft rehearse. 
And mach he lov'd, and much by heart he said^ 
What father Spenser snng in British verse. 
Who reads that bard desires like him to write. 
Still fearfal of success, still tempted by delight. 

Soon as Aurora had unbarr'd the room, 
And li^ht discover'd Nature's cheerful face. 
The sounding clarion and the sprightly horn 
Caird the blithe huntsman to the distant chase. 
Eftsoons they issue forth, a goodly band ; 
Tbedeep-mottth*d hounds with thunder rend the airy 
The fiery coursers strike the rising sand. 
Far through the thicket flies the frighted deer ; 
Harley, the honour of the day supports. 
His presence glads the woods, his ordci:s guide tlie 
sporto. 
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Od a fair palfrey, well equip*€l, did sit 
An Amazonian dame ; a scarlet vest, 
For active horsemanship adaptly fit, 
Inclos'd her dainty limbs ; a plumed crest 
Way'd o'er her head ; obedient by her side 
Her friends and servants rode ; with artful band 
Full well knew she the steed to turn and guide : 
The willing steed received her soft command : 
Courage and sweetness on her fiM» were seated ; 
On her alt eyes were bent, and all good wishes 
waited. 

Tbis seeing, Colin thus his Mnse betake, 
(For aiitydes was the Muse to Colin nigh) 
^ All me, too nigh ! or, Clio, I mistake. 
Or that bright form that pleaseth so mine eye, 
Is Jove's fair daughter Pallas, gracious queen 
Of liberal arts; with wonder and delight 
In Homer's verse we read her ; well I ween 
That, emulous of his Grecian master's flight, 
Dan Spenser makes the favourite goddess known, 
When in her gracefiil look fair Britomart is shown.' 

At noon as Colin to the castle came, 

Op'd were the gates, and right prepared the feast; 

Appears ot table rich yclad a dame, 

The lord's delight, the wonder of the guest ; 

With pearl and jewels was she sunptnoiB deckt, 

As well became her dignity and pkice, 

But the beholders Moi^t her gems nei^t, 

To fix their eyes on her more lovely face. 

Serene with glory, and with softness bngbt : 

O beauty sent from heaven to cheer the asortal sight ! 
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Liberal Mvoifioence behind her stood, 

And decent State obe3;'d her high command, 

And Charity, difihse oif native good, 

At once poortniys her mind and fm\des her hand. 

Ab to each ^est some fruits she dei^n*d to lift» 

And silence with obliging parley broke. 

How gracious seem'd to each the* imparted gift ! 

But how more gracious what tlie giver spoke! 

Snch ease, such freedom did her deed atteiid. 

That every guest rejoic'd, exalted to a friend. 

Quoth Colio, * Clio, if my feeble sejase 

Can well distiiiguisb yon illnstriotis dame, 

Who nobly doth snch gentle gifts dispense 

In Latian mimbei^, Juno is her name ; 

Great godden who, with peace and plenty crown^ 

To all that ooder sky breathe vital air, 

Bi^seth bliss, and tbroogh tiie world^aronnd 

Ponrs wealthy ease, and scatters joyoan cheer; 

Certes of her in sembUnt guise I read, 

Where Spenser decks bis lays with Oloriana'adcaA. 

As Colin mos'd at evening near the wood, 
A nymph undress'd, beseemeth. by him past, 
Down to her feet her silken garment How'd, 
A ribbon bound and shap'd her slender wakt^ 
A veil dependent from her comely head, 
And bfanteons plenty of ambrosial hair. 
O'er her lair breast and lovely shoulders spread^ 
Behind fell loose, and wanton'd with the air: 
The smiling Zephyrs call'd their amorous brother^ 
They kissed the waving lawn, and waftcdit to othen^ 
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Daities and violets rose where'er she trod. 
As Flora kind, her roots and buds had sorted ; 
And, led by Hymen, wedlock's mystic god. 
Ten thousand Loves around the nymph disported. 
Quoth Colin, * Now I ken the goddess bright 
Whom poets smg: all hnman hearts, enthrall'd, 
Obey her power-, her kindness the delight 
Of gods and men ; great Venus she is call'd, 
When Mantnan Virgil doth her charms rehearse; 
Belphebe is her name in gentle Edmund's vene.' 

Heard this the Muse, and with a smile replied. 
Which sbow'd soft anger mix'd with friendly love; 
* Twin sisters still were Ignorance and Pride > 
Can we know right till error we remove i 
Bat Colin, well I wist, will never learn; 
Who slights his guide shall deviate irom hia way : 
Me to have ask'd what thou cooldst not diacem 
To thee pertain'd ; to me the thing to my, 
What heavenly vrill from human eye cooorals, 
How can the bard aread unless the Muse reveals? 

' Nor Pallas thou nor Britomart hast seen, 
When soon at mom the flying deer was chas'd ; 
Nor Jove's great wife, nor Spenser's Fairy QueeO) 
At noontide dealt the honours of the feast : 
Nor Venus nor Belphebe didst thou spy. 
The evening's glory and the grove's delight : 
Henceforth, if ask'd, instnicted right, reply. 
That all the day to knowing mortals' sight 
Bright Ca'ndish-Uolles Harley stood confeas'd, 
As various hour advis'd, in various habit dreasU 
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THE DOVE. 

- Tuilsne tnimis ccelestibos ine? VIRG. ' 



Im Virgirs sacred verse we find, 
That passion can depress or raise 

The heavenly as the human mind : 
Wh<^dare deny what Virgil says? 

Bat if they should ; what onr great master 
Has tbns k|id down, my tale shall prove : — 

Fair Venus wept tlie sad disaster 
Of having lost her favourite Dove. 

In complaisance poor Cupid monm'd ; 

His grief relieved his mother's pain; 
He vow'd he'd leave no stone unturn'd. 

But she should have her Dove again. 

< Though none, (said he) shall yet be nam'd, 

I know the felon well enough : 
But be she not, mamma, condemned 

Without a fair and legal proof.* 

With that, his longest dart he took, 
As constable would take his staff: 

(That gods desire like men to look. 
Would make e*en Heraclitus laugh.) 

LiOve*8 subaltern, a duteous band. 

Lake watchmen round their chief appear: 

Each had his lantern in his hand ; 
And Venus, mask'd, brought up the rear. 
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Acconter'd thus, their eager step 
To Chloe% lodging they directed : 

(At once I write, alas ! and weep. 
That Cbloe is of theft suspected.) 

Late, they set oat, bad far to go ; 

Saint Dunstan's, as they pass'd, struck one: 
Chloe, for reasons good, yon know, 

Lives at the sober end o*th*town. 

With one great peal they rap the door^ 

Like footmen on a visiting-day. 
Folks at her house at such an hour f 

Lord ! what will all tlie neighbours say ? ' 

The door is open : op they run : 

Nor prayers, nor threats divert their speed : 
* Thieves! thieves! (cries Susan) we*re nndoae; 

TheyUl kill my mistress in her bed/ 

In bed indeed the nymph had been 
Three hours : for all historians say, 

She commonly went up at ten, 
Unless piquet was in the way. 

She wak'd, be sure, with strange surprise, j 

O Cupid, is this right or law. 
Thus to disturb the brightest eyet^ 

That ever slept, or ever saw ? 

Have you observed a sitting hare, -\ 
Lbtening, and fearful of the ston ^^ 

Of horns and bounds, clap back her ear, 
Afraid to keep, or leave her form P 

Or have you mark'd a partridge quake. 
Viewing the towering falcon nigh ? 

She cuddles low behind the brake : 
Nor would she stay ; nor dares she fly. 
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Then have yon seen the beaateom mftid; 

When, ga«iig on her midnight foes. 
She tarn'd each way her irtj^bted head, 

Then sunk it deep beneath the clothes. 

Veons this while y/nA in the chamber 

Incof^ito : for Soaan said. 
It smelt so strong of myrrh and amber — -^ 

And Snsan is no lying maid. 

But since we lia?e no present need 

Of Venns for an episode; 
With Cupid let ns e*en proceed ; 

And thus to Cliloe spoke the god : 

* Hold up yonr head : hold up yonr hand^ 

Wonld it were not my lot to show ye 
This cruel writ, wherein you stand 
Indicted by the name of Chloe : 

* For by that secret malice stirr'd. 

Or by an emulous pride invited, 
Yon have purloin'd the favourite bird 
In which my mother most delighted.' 

Her blushing iace the lovely maid 
Rais'd just above the milk-white the«t ; 

A rose>tree in a lily bed. 
Nor glows so red, nor breathes so sweet: 

* Are you not he whom virgms iear. 

And widows coort? is not yonr name 
Copid? If so, pray come not near^— «i^ 
< Fair maiden, I'm the very same.' 

' Tlien what have I, good sir, to say, 
Or do with her, yon call yoar mother ^ 

If I should meet her hi my way. 
We hardly cmut'sy to each othct.^ 
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' Diana chitfte, and Hebe sweet, 

Witness that what I speak is trae : 
I woald not give my paroquet 

For all the Doves that ever flew. 

< Yet, to compose this midnight noise. 
Go freely search where'er you please : 

(The rage that rais'd, adomM her voice) 
Upon yon toilet lie my keys.' 

Her keys be takes; ber doors unlocks ; 

Through wardrobe, and through closet bounces: 
Peeps into every chest and box ; 

Turns all her furbelows and flounces. 

But Dove, depend on% finds he none ; 

So to the bed returns again : 
And now the maiden, bolder grown. 

Begins to treat him with disdain. 

' I marvel much, (she smiling said) 
Your poultry cannot yet be found : 

Lies he in yonder slipper dead, 
Or, may be, in the tea-^ot drown'dP 

* No, traitor, (angry Love replies) 
He's hid somewhere about your breast ; 

A place, nor god nor man denies, 
For Venus' Dove the proper nest/ 

'Search then, (she said) put in your band. 
And Cynthia, dear protectress, guard rae : 

As guilty t, or free may stand. 
Do thou, or punish, or reward me.' 

But ah! what maid to Love can trust? 

He scorns, and breaks all legal power: 
Into her breast his hand he thrust ; 

And in a moment forcM it lower. 
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* O, whither do those fingers roYe, 

(Cries Cbloe) treacberoos iircbio^ whither?*— 

* O Veniis ! 1 shall find thy Dove, 

(Says he) for sure I tonch his feather/ 



ERLE ROBERTS MICE. 

IN CHAUCER'S STYLE. 

TwAT mice, full blythe and amicable, 
Batten beside Erie Robert's table: 
Lies there ne trap their necks to catch, 
Ne old black cat their steps to watcii, 
Their fill they eat of fowl and fish^ 
Feast-lyche as heart of mouse mote wish. 

As guests sat jovial at the board, 
Forth leap'd our mice: eftsoons the lord 
Of Boling ', wbilome John the Saint, 
Who niaketb oft propos full queint, 
Laogh'd jocund, and aloud he cry'd, 
To Matthew seated on t' oth' side ; — 
* To thee, lean bard, it doth partain 
To understand these creatures tweine : 
Come firame us now some clean device, 
Or playsant rhyme on yonder mice : 
They seem, God shield me, Mar and Charles \*' 
' Bad as Sir Topaz, or 'squire Quarles ^, 
(Matthew did for the nonce reply) 
At emblem, or device am I : 

1 Henry St. J«hn, Vlscoont BolinRbroktf. 

• Charles Mont&gue, £%rl of Halifax. 

* Francte Quarles. 
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But coald I chaant, or rhyme, pardie. 
Clear as Dan Cfaaucer, or as thee: 
Ne verse Irom iiie<&o Cvod me shrive) 
On moose, or other beast alive. 
Certes, I have these many days 
Sent luyne poetic herd to graze, 
Ne armed knight ydrad in war 
With lyon fierce will I compare : 
Ne judge unjust with iiirred fox, 
Harming in secret guise the flocks : 
Ne priest nnworth of goddes' coat. 
To swine ydrnnk, or filthy stoat. 
Elk simile fincewell for aye, 
From elephant, I trow, to flea.' 

Reply'd the friendlike peer, < I weene, 
Matthew is angred on the spleen.* 
* Ne so, (quoth Mat) ne shall be e'er, 
Witli wit that ialleth all so fliir : 
Eftsoons, well wcel ye, mine intent 
Bowetb to your romroanndement. 
If by these creatores ye have seen, 
Ponrtrayed Charles and Matthew been, 
Behoveth neet to wreck my brain, 
The rest in order to explain. 

' That cup-board, where the mice disport, 
I liken to St. Stephens Court '^i 
llierein is space enough, I trow. 
For clke comrade to come and goe : 
And therein eke may both be fed 
With shiver of the wheaten bread. 
And when, as these mine eyen survey. 
They cease to skip, and squeak, and play^ 

< Exthequef. 
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Retarn they may to difierent cells, 
AtidUing one, whUst t'other teUi.* 

* Dear Robert, (qnoth the Saiot, whose mindy 
In booDteoQS deed no mean can bind ;) 
Now as I hope to grow devont, 
I deem this matter well made ont 
Laagb I, whilst thus I serious pray ? 
Let that be wrought which Mat doth say;' 
* Yea> (quoth the Erie) but not to-day.' 



tay;'- I 



IN THE SAME STYLE. 

Full oft doth Mat with Topai dine, 
Eateth bak*d meats, drinketh Greek wine; 
But Topaz his own werke rehearseth, 
And Mat mote praise what Topas yerseth : ' 
Now snre as priest did e'er shrive sinner. 
Fall hardly eameth Mat his dinner. 



IN THE SAME STTYLE. 

Fair Susan did her wif-hede well roenteine, 
Algates assaulted sore by letcbours tweine ; 
Now, an I read aright that auncient song, 
Olde were the paramours, the dame iuU yong. 

Had thilke same tale in other guise been tolde. 
Had they been yong (pardie) and she been olde ; 
That, by St Kit,' had wrought much sorer tryal. 
Full meireillous, I wote, were swilk denyal. 



▼OL. II. B 
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T0F0RTU2W. 

Whilst I in prison or in court look down, 
Nor beg tby imvour, nor deserve thy frown. 
In vain*' malicions Fortnoe, hast thou tried, 
3y taking from, my s^tey to qneU my pride : 
Insulting Girl, thy present rage abate, 
And, wonldst thou have me humbled, make i 
great 



TO CHLOE. 



Whilst I am sconch'dwith hot desire. 
In vain cold friendship you return; 

Your drops of pity on my fire, 
Alas ! but make it fiercer burn. 

Ah! would you have the flame suppressed, 
That kills the heart it heats too fast, 

Take half my passion to your breast^ 
The rest in mine shall ever last. 



TO CHLOE WEEPING. 

See, whibt thou weep'st, iair Chloe, see 
The world 'm sympathy with thee ; 
The cheerful birds no longer sing, 
fiach droops his head and hangs his whig: 
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The clouds have bent their bosom lower. 
And shed their sorrows in a shower: 
The brooks beyond their limits (low, 
And loader mnrmars speak their woe : 
The nymphs and swains adopt thy cares; 
They heave thy sighs and weep thy tears. 
Fantastic nymph ! that grief shonld move 
Thy heart obdurate against love: 
Strange tears ! whose power can soften all 
Bat that dear breast on which they &IL 



CHLOE HUNTING. 

Bbhino her neck her comely tresses tied. 

Her ivory quiver graceful by her side, 

A-hnnting Cbloe went : she lost her way, 

And through the woods uncertain chanc*d to stray. 

Apollo, passing by, beheld the maid ; 

And, * Sister dear, bright Cynthia, turn, (he said) 

The hunted biod lies dose in yonder brake.' 

Loud Cupid laugh'd to see the god's mistake ; 

And, laughing, cried, < lieam better, great divine^ 

To know thy kindred, and to honour mine. 

Rightly adyis*d, (kr hence thy sister seek. 

Or on Meander's bank or Latmoa^ peak ; 

But in this nymph, my friend, my sister, know; 

She draws my arrows^ and she bends my bow : 

Fair Thames she haunts, and every neighbouring 

Sacred to soft recess and gentle love. [grove, 

Qot with thy Cynthia hurl the pointed spear 

At the rough boar, or chase the Aying <teer : 

I and my Chloe take a nobler aim ; 

^ hnmuvheait* w» 4ng>iMr ever mum thefuae/ 
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CHLOE JEALOCS. 

* Forbear to ask me why I weep, 
(Vex'd Chloe to her shepherd said i) 

'Tn for my two poor straggling sheep^ 
Perhaps, or for my squirrel dead. 

* For mind I what yon late have writ? 

Your subtle questions and replies? 
Emblems to teach a female wit 
The ways where changing Cupid fliei? 

* Your riddle purpos'd to rehearse 

The general power that beauty has. 
But why did no peculiar verse 
Describe one charm of Chloe*s iace? 

< Tlie glass which was at Venus' shrine 

With such mysterious sorrow laid, 
The garland (and yon call it mine) 
Which show'd how youth and beauty fiide. 

' Ten thousand trifles light as these 
Nor can my rage nor anger move; 

She should be bumble who would please. 
And she must suffer who can love. 

< When in my glass I chanc*d to look. 

Of Venus what did I implore ? 
That every grace which thence I took 
Should know to charm my Damoo more. 
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* Reading thy Terse, ** Who heeds, (said I) 

If here or there his glancte flew ? 
O, free for ever be his eye 
Whose heart to me is always troe." 

* My bloom, indeed, my little flow*r 

Of beaaty, quickly lost its pride ; 
For, severed from its native bow'r, 
It on thy glowing bosom died. 

' Yet car'd I not what might presage 
Or withering wreath or fleeting youth; 

Love I esteemed more strong than age. 
And time less permanent than truth. 

^ Why then t weep forbear to know ; 

Fall oncontroU'd, my tears, and free ; 
O Damon! 'tis the only woe 

I ever yet conceal'd from thee. 

' The secret wound with which I bleed 
Shalt lie wrapt op ev'n in my hearse, 

But on my tombstone thou shalt read 
My answer to thy dabioos verse.' 



ANSfVER TO CHLOE JEALOUS. 

IN THB SAMB STYLE. 

IBB AUTHOR SICK. 

Yes, feirest proof of beauty's pow'r, 

Dear idol of my panting heart, 
Natore points this my iatal hour. 

And I have liv'd, and we most part. 
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While now I take my last adieo. 
Heave thou no tigb, tor shed a teat'y 

Lest yet my balf>cU>8'd eye may view 
On earth an odgect worth its oare. 

Flroro jealoQsy's tormenting strife 

For ever be thy bosom freed ; 
That nothing may disturb thy life, 

Content, I hasten to the dead. 

Yet when some better-fated youth 
Shall with his amorous parley move thee. 

Reflect one moment on his truth 
Who, dying, thus persists to love thee. 



A BETTER ANSWER. 

Dear Chloe^ how hlubber'd is that pretty faoe? 

Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all oncnri'd : 
Prithee quit thiscaprice ; and (as old Falstaff says) 

' Let us ev'n talk a little like folks of this world.' 

How can'st thou presume thou hast leave to destroy 
The beauties which Venus but lent to thy keeping? 

Those looks were deaign'd to inspire love and joy : 
More ordinary eyes may serve people for weeping. 

To be vex*d at a trifle or two that I writ, 
Voorjudgmentatonceand my passion yon vrrong; 

You take thSit for fkct, which will scarce be ibund 
wit: 
Odd's life ! must one swear to the troUi of a •oof i 
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What I speak, my fair Chloe, and what I write, 
shows 
The difference there is betwixt naitore and art ; 
I court others in verse, bnt I love thee in prose ; , 
And they have my whimsies, bat thou hast tny 
heart. 

The god of ns versemen (you luiow, child,) the Son, 
How after bis jonrnies he sets np his rest ; 

If at morning o'er earth 'tis his Aucy to run. 
At night he reclines on his Thetis's breast. 

So when I am wearied with wandVing all day. 
To thee, my delight, in the evening I come ; 

No matter what beauties I saw in my way. 
They were but my visits, but thou art my home. 

Then finish, dear Chloe, this pastoral war, 
And let as, like Horace and Lydta, agree ; 

For thoa art a girl as much brighter than her, 
As he was a poet sublimer than me. 



VENUS MISTAKEN. 

When Chloe*s picture was to Venus shown, 
Snrpris'd, the goddess took it fur her own : 

* And what, (said she) does ttiis bold painter mean? 
When was I bathing thus, and naked seen f 

Pleas'd Cupid heard, and check*d his mother's pride; 

< And who's blind now, Mamma? (the urchin 
cried) 
Tis Ciiloe's eye, and cheek, and lip, and breast : 

Friend Howard's genius fended all the rest* 
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rENUS^S ADVICE TO THE MUSES. 

Thui to the Mdsps spoke the Cypfian dame^ 
* Adorn my altars and revere my name ; 
My son shall else assume his potent darts ; 
Tvnng goes the boiv ; my Girb, have ar your hearts.' 
The Muses answer'd Venus, * We deride 
The vagrant's malice, and his mother's pride : 
Send him to nymphs who sleep on Ida's shade. 
To the loose dance and wanton masquerade ; 
Our thoughts are settled, and intent our look 
On the instructive verse and moral book. 
On female idleness his power relies, 
But when he finds us studying hard, he flies.' 



• THE JUDGMENT OF VENUS. 

When Kneller's works, of various grace. 

Were to fair Venus shown, 
Hie goddess spied in every fkce 

Some features* of her own. 

< Just so, (and pointing with her hand) 

So shone, (says she) my eyes. 
When from two goddesses I gain'd 

An apple for a prize. 

* When in the glass and river too 

My face I lately view*d, 
Such was I, if the glass be true, 

If true tlie ciystal flood. 
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< In eoloan of this gloriow kind 

Apelles painted me ; 
My hair, thus tio>Bving with the wind> 
Sprang from my nati?e sea. 

< Like this disordered, wild, forlorn^ 

Big with ten thoosand fears, 
Thee, my Adonis, did I mourn, 
£v'n beaatiftil in tears.' 

Bot viewing Myra plac'd apart, 

< I fear, (says she) I fear, 
Apelles« tiiat Sfr Godfrey's art '- 

Has iur sorpius'd thine here : 

< Or I, a goddess of the skies. 

By Myra am nndone ; 
And must resign to her the prise^ 
The apple, which I won. 

Bat soon as she had Myra seen. 

Majestically iair. 
The sparkling eye, the look serene, ^ 

The gay and easy air, ^ 

With fiery emulation fiird, 

Hie wondering goddess cried, ^ 

' Apelles must to KneUer yield> 

Or Venus must to Hyde.* 
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PHILLIES AGE. 

* How old may PhillU be, (yoa ask) 
Whose beauty thas all hearts engages ^ 

To answer is no easy task, 
For she has really two ages. 

Stiff in brocade, and pinch'd in stays. 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on ; 

All day let Envy view her ikce* 
And Phillis is bot twenty-one. 

Paint, patches, jewels, laid aside. 

At night, astronomers agree 
The evening has thp day belied, 

And PbiUis is some forty-threiB. . 



THE QUESTION. 

TO LIBETTA. 



What nympb should I admire or trust, 
Bat Chloe beauteous, Chloe just? 
What nymph should I desire to see» 
But her who leaves the plain tor roe ? 
To whom should I compose the lay, 
Bot her who listens when I phiy ? 
To whom in song repeat my cares. 
But her who in my sorrow shares? 
For whom should I the garland make, 
Bat her who joys the gift to take, 
And boasU she wears it tor my sake ? 
In love am 1 not fiilly bless'd ? 
lisetta, pr'ythee, tell the rest. 
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USETTA*S REPLY. 

Sure Chloe just, and Chloe fair, 
Deserves to be yoar only care ; 
But when you and she to-day 
Far into the wood did stray, 
And I happened to pass by, 
Which way did you cast your eye ? 
But when your cares to her you sing, 
Yet dare not tell her whence they spring -, 
Does it not more afflict your heart, 
That in those cares she bears a part ? 
When you the flowers for Chloe twine. 
Why do you to her garland join 
The meanest bod that falls trom nrine? 
Simplest of swains ! the world may see 
Whom Chloe loves, and who loves me. 



} 



CUPW jiND GANTMEDE. 

In Heaven, one holy-day, you read 
In wise Anacreon, Ganymede 
Drew heedless Cnpid in, to throw 
A main, to pass an hoar or so : 
The little Trojan, by the way, 
By Hermes taught, play'd all the play. 

The god, unhappily engaged. 
By nature rash, by play enraged, 
Complain'd, and sigh'd, and cried, and fretted. 
Lost every earthly thing he belted i 
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In ready money all the store 
Pick'd np long since from Danae's show^ ; 
A snuff-box set with bleeding hearts. 
Rabies, all pterc*d with diamond darts ; 
His nine-pins made of myrtle wood ; 
(The tree in Ida's forest stood) 
His bowl, pore gold, the very same 
Which Paris gave the Cyprian dame ; 
Two table-books in shagreen covers, 
Fill'd with good verse from real lovers ; 
Merchandise rare ! a billet-doux. 
Its matter passionate, yet true ; 
Heaps of hair rings, and ciphered seals ; 
Rich trifles, serious bagatelles. 

What sad disorders play begets I 
Desp'rate and mad, at length he sets 
Those darts whose points make gods ador^ 
His miglit, and deprecate his ppw'r ; 
Those darts, whence all our joy and pain 
Arise ; those darts — < Come, seven's the main,' 
Cries Ganymede: the usual tricky 
Seven slur a six ; eleven : a nick. 

Ill news goes last : 'twas quickly known 
That simple Cupid was undone. 
Swifter than lightning Venns flew ; 
Too late she found the thing too tme. 
Guess how the goddess greets her son : 
' Come hither, sirrah : no, begone ; 
And, hark ye, is it so indeed? 
A comrade yoo for Ganymede ? 
An imp as wicked, for his age> 
As any earthly lady's page; 
A scandal and a scourge to IVoy ; 
A prince's son ! A bhtckguard boy ; 
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A sharper that, with box and dice^ 
Draws in young deities to vice. 
All Heaven is by the ears together, 
Since first that little rogue came hither : 
Jnno herself has had no peace ; 
And tnily I've been favoured less : 
For Jove, as Fame reports, (but Fame 
Says things not fit for me to name) 
Has acted ill for such a god, 
And taken ways extremely odd. 

* And thou, unhappy child, (she said, 

Her anger by her grief allay'd) "^ 

Unhappy child, who .thus hast lost , 

All the estate we e'er could boast. 
Whither, O whither wilt tlion run, 
Thy name despis'd, thy weakness known ^ 
Nor shall thy shrine on earth be crowned, Y 
Nor shall thy power in Heav'n be own'd, ^ 
l^hen thou nor roan nor god canst wound.' 3 - 
Obedient. Cupid, kneeling, cry'd, 

* Cease, dearest mother, cease to chide ; 
Gany's a cheat, and I'm a bubble ; 
Yet why this great excess of trouble ? 
The dice were false ; the darts are gone ; 
Yet how are yon or I undone ? 

The loss of these I can supply 
With keener shafts from Chloe's eye : 
Fear not we e'er can be disgrac'd 
While that bright magazme shall hist : 
Your crowded altars still shall smoke, 
And man, your friendly aid invoke ; 
Jove shall again revere your power. 
And rise a swan, or fiilL a shower.; 
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CUPID MlSTAK&f. 

Af after noon, one samroer*8 day, 

Venus stood bathing in a river, 
Ctiptd a shooting went that way, 

New Strang his bow, new fiU'd bis quiver. 

With skill he chose his sharpest dart. 
With all his might bis bow he drew. 

Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
The too well-guided arrow flew. 

* I faint! I die! (the goddess cried) 

cruel, couldst thou find none other 
To wreck thy spleen on ? Parricide ! 

like Nero thou hast slain thy mother.' 

Poor Cnpid sobbing scarce could speak ; 
< Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye : 
Alas! how easy my mistake? 

1 took you for your likeness, Chlo«,' 



CUPJD IN AMBUSB, 

It oft to many has snccessfiil beei^ 

Upon his arm to let his miatreas leikny 

Or with her airy fan to cool hey beat, - 

Or gently sqaeeieher knees, or press* her tet. 

All public sports, to favour young desir«y- 

With opportttirities like this conspire^ 

Ev'n where his skiU the gladiator ^howst- 

With human blyod where the Arena flows, 
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There, oftentimes, Love's quiverbeariDg boy 
Prepares bis bow and arrows to destroy ; 
While the.spectator gazes on the 6ght, 
And sees them woand each otlier with delight ; 
While he his pretty mistress entertains, 
And wagers with her who the conquest gains ; 
Slily the god takes aim, and hits his heart, 
And in the womids he sees he bears his part. 



CUPID TURNED PLOUGHMAN. 

FROM M08CHU9. 

His lamp, his bow, and qniver, laid aside^ 
A rostic wallet o*er his shoulders tied, 
Sly Cupid, always on new mischief bent. 
To the rich field and farrow'd tillage went; 
Like any ploughman toil'd the little god. 
His tune be whistled, and his wheat he sow'd -, 
Then sat and laugh'd, and to the skies above ' 
Raising his eye, he thus insulted Jove : 
* Lay by your hail, your hurtfiil storms restreiOy 
And, as I bid you, let it shine or rain. 
Else you again beneath my yoke shall bow, 
Feel the sharp goad, and draw the servile ploogb 
What once Europa was, Nannette is now/ 



'I 
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CUPID TURNED STROLLER. 

FROM ANACREON. 

At dead of night, wfaen stars appear. 
And strong Bootes toms the Bear, 
When mortals sleep their cares away, 
Fatign'd with labours of the day, 
Cnpid was knocking at my gate ; 

* Who's there,' says I? ' who knocks so late. 
Disturbs my dreams and breaks my rest?* 

* O fear not me, a harmless guest, 
(He said) but open, open pray ; 
A foolish child, I've lost my way. 
And wander here thb moonlight night, . 
All wet and cold, and wanting light.' 
With doe regard his voice I heard, 
Then rose, a ready lamp prepared, 
And saw a naked boy below. 

With wings, a quiver, and a bow: 

In haste I ran, unlock'd my gate. 

Secure and thoughtless of my fate ; 

I set the child an easy chair 

Against the fire, and dried his hair; 

Brought friendly cups of cheeHul wine, 

And warm'd his little hands with mine. 

All this did I with kind intent, 

But he, on wanton mischief bent, 

Said, ' Dearest Friend, this bow yon ste. 

This pretty bow, belongs to me ; 

Observe, I pray, if all be right, 

I fear the raui has spoil'd it quite :'— 
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He drew it then, and straiglit I found 
Witbio my breast a secret woand. 
This done, the rogne no longer stay'd, 
Bat leap'd away, and laughing said, 
* Kind host adieu, we now must part, 
Safe is my bow, but sick thy heart.' 



MERCVR Y AND CUPXD. 

In snllen humour one day Jove 
Sent Hermes down to Ida's grove, 
Commanding Cupid to deliver 
His store of darts, his total quiver, 
That Hermes should the weapons break, 
Or throw them into Lethe's lake. 

Hermes, you know, must do his errand j 
He found his man, produced his warrant : 
* Capid, yonr darts—this very hour'-* 
There's no contending against power. 

How sullen Jupiter, just now 
I think I said ; and you'll allow 
That Cupid was as bad as he ,: 
Hear but the youngster's repartee. 

< Come, kinsman, (said the little god) 
Put off your wings, lay by your rod, 
Retire with me to yonder bow'r. 
And rest yourself for half an hour ; 
'Tis far, indeed, from hence to Heaven, 
And yon fly fast, and 'tis but seven ; 
Well take one cooling cup of Nectar, 
And drink to this celestial Hector.-— 

* He break my. darts, or hurt my power I 
He, Leda's swan/ and Danae^ shower J 
▼01- u. I 

Digitized by V^OOgie 



IS^ MI8CBLLANIB6. 

Go bid him his wife's tongne restniiQ> 
And mind li» thunder and his rain. — 
My darts ! O, certainly 111 give them ; 
From Chloe's eyes he shall receive them : 
There's one, the best in all my quiver. 
Twang ! tlirongh his very heart and hver j 
He then shall pme, and sigh, and rave ; 
Good Lord ! what bustle shall we have I 
Neptune must straight be sent to sea, 
And Flora suramon'd twice a day : 
One must find shells, and f other flowers. 
For cooling grots and fragrant bowers; 
That Chloe may be serv'd in state, 
The Hours must at her toilette wait j 
Whilst all the reasoning fools below 

Wonder their watches go too slow, 
libs must fly south, and Euros east, 

For jewels for her hair and breast ; 

No matter though their cruel haste 

Sink cities and lay forests waste : 

No matter though this fleet be lost, 

Or that lie wind-bound on the coast. 

What whispering in my mother's ear ! 

Wliat care that Juno should not hear ! 

What work among you scholar-gods ! 

Phoebus must write him amorous odes ; 

And thou, poor cousin, must compose 

His letters in submissive prose ; 

Whilst haughty Chloe, to sustain 

The honour of my mystic reign, 

Shall all his gifts and vows disdain, 

And laugh at your old bully's pain.' 
^ Dear coz, (said Hermes in a fright) 

For Heaven's sake keep your darts : go^d night' 
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DEMOCRITUS AND BERACUTUS. 

Democritus, dear droll, revisit earth, 

And with our follies glut thy heightened mirth: 

Sad Heraclitos, serious wretch, return. 

In louder grief our greater crimes to mourn. 

Between yon both, I unconcerned stand by ; 

Hurt, can I laugh ? and honest, need I ciy ? 



MERRY ANDREW. 

Slt Merry Andrew, the last Southwark ftir; 
(At Bartbermew he did not mnch appear, 
So peevish was the edict of the May'r) 
At Southwark, therefore, as his tricks he showed," 
To please our masters, and his friends the crowd, 
A huge neat's tongue he in his right hand held, 
His left was with a good bUck-pudding fiU*d. 
With a grave look, in tliis odd equipage, 
The clownish mimic traverses the stage : 
* Why, how now, Andrew I (cries his brother droll) 
To-day's conceit, methinks, is something dull. 
Come on, sir, to our worthy friends explain 
What does yonr emblematic Worship mean P 
Quoth Andrew, < Honest English let us speak ; 
Your emble — (what d'ye call't?) is Heathen Oreek. 
To tongue or pnddmg thou hast no pretence ; 
Leammg thy talent is, but mine is sense. 
Tbat busy fool I was which thou art now, 
Disirons to correct, not kaowmg how^ 
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With very good desi^^n, bat little wit. 
Blaming or praising things, as I thought fit : 
I for this condiict had what I desenr'dy 
And, dealing honestly, was almost star^'d. 
Bat thanks to my indulgent stars, I eat. 
Since I have fonnd the secret to be great.' 
* O dearest Andrew, (says the humble droU) 
Henceforth may I obey, and thou control ; 
Brovided thou impart thy useful skill/ — 
' Bow then (says Andrew) and, for once, I will. — 
Be of your patron's mind, whatever he says ; 
Sleep very much ; think little, and talk less : 
Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor wrong, 
But eat your podding, slave ;and hold your tongue.' 

A reverend prelate stop'd his coach-and-siz, 
To laugh a little at our Andrew's tricks ; 
But when he heard him give this golden rule^ 
' Drive on, (he cried) this fellow is no fooK' 



GUALTERUS DAmSTONUS* 

AD AHICOS. 

DuM stndeo fungi fallentis mnnere vite, 

Adfectoque viam sedibus Elysiis, 
Arctoa florens Sophiik, Samiisque soperboa 

Disdpulis, animas morte carere cano. 
Has ego corporibus profugas ad sidera mitto; 

Sideraque ingressis otia bhuida dico ; 

> Walter Daniston was a scboolmaster, tnd a Latlu poet; 
bat these verses were written by Dr. Arthibald PitcairBc,s 
celebrated Scotisb pbysidan. 
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Qualia cottTeninnt divis, qneis iata volebant ' 

■ Vitai ftteilea molUter ire vias : 
Vinaque coelicolis media inter gaudia libo ; 

£t me qoid majos sospicor esse viro. 
'Sed foerint noHt forsan, quos spondeo, ctsli ; 

Nnllaqae siot Ditis namina, nnlta Jovis : 
Fabala sit terris agitur quae vita reKctis ; 

Quiqtie soperstes, homo ; qui nihil, esto Dens. 
Attamen esse hilares, et inanes mittere cures 

Proderit, ac viUe commoditate frui, 
£t festos agitftsse dies, a^viqae fni^eis 

Tempora perpetois detinnisse jocis 
His me parentem praeceptis oceupet oitnis, 

£t mora ; sea divom, seo nihil esse velit ; 
Nam Soph^ an iUa est, quae iallere saaviter boras 

Admonet, atqae orci non tinmiase minas. 



IMITATED. 

Studious the busy moments to deceive, 
That fleet between the cradle and the grave> 
I credit what the Grecian dictates say, 
And Samian sounds o'er Scotia's hills convey. 
When mortal man resigns his transient breath. 
The body only I give o'er to death ; 
The parts dissolv'd, and broken frame, I mourn: 
What came from earth, 1 see to earth return. 
The immaterial part, the' ethereal soul. 
Nor can change vanquish, nor can death control. 
Glad I release itirom its partners cares, 
And bid good angels waft it to the stars : 
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TbeD id the flowing bowl I drown tbote Bight 
Which, spite of wisdom, from onr weakness ris^T 
Tlie draoght to the dead's memory I commend* 
And ofier to thee now, immortal fiiend: 
Bat if oppos'd to what my thoughts approve. 
Nor Pluto's rage there be, nor power of Jove ; 
On its dark side if thou the prospect take. 
Grant all forgot beyond black Lethe's lake ; 
In total death suppose the mortal lie, 
No new hereafter, nor a future sky ; 
Yet bear thy tot content ; yet cease to grieve ; 
Why ere death comes dost thou forbear to live? 
The little time thou hast 'twixt instant now 
And Fate's approach, is all the gods allow ; 
And of this little hast thou aught to spare 
To sad reflection and corroding care? 
The moments past, if thou art wise, retrieve 
With pleasant memory^ of the btiss they gave. 
The present hours in present mirth employ. 
And bribe the future with the hopes of joy. 
The future (few or more, bowe'er they be) 
Were destin'd erst, nor can by Fate's decree 
Be now cut off betvrixt the grave and thee. 



A FRENCH SONG 

IMITATED. 

Why thus from the plain does ray sfaepherdeaa rove, 
Fonaking her swato and neglecting his love? 
Yon have heard aU my grie£^ yon see how I die, 
Oh ! give some relief to the swain whom you fly. 
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How can yon complain, or what am I to say, 
Since my dog lies unfed, and my sheep run astray? 
Need I tell what I mean that I languish alone ! 
When I leave all the plain, yon may guess 'tis for' 
one. 



LADrS LOOKING-GLASS. 

Ceua and I, the other dayj 
Walk'd o'er the sand-hills to the sea; 
The setting sun adorn'd the coast. 
His beams entire, his fierceness lost ; 
And, on the sur&ce of the deep 
The winds lay, only not asleep : 
The nymph did, like the scene, appear 
Serenely pleasant, calmly fair ; 
Soft fell her words, as flew the air. 
With secret joy I heard her say, 
That she would never miss one day 
A walk so fine, a sight so gay. 

But, oh the change ! the winds grow high ; 
Impending tempests charge the sky -, 
The lightning flies, the thunder roars. 
And big waves lash the frighten'd shores : 
Struck with the horror of the sight, 
She turns her head, and wings her flight. 
And, trembling, vows she'll ne'er again 
Approach the shore, or view tlie main. 

* Once more, at least, look back, (said I) 
Thyself in that large gkiss descry; 

Digitized by Google 



} 



128 Ml8CELL4inCt. 

MHien thoQ art in good hnmoar dreBS*4, 
When gentle reason rales tby breast, 
The sun, upon the calmest sea, 
Appears not half so bright as thee : 
1^ then that with delight I rove 
Upon the boundless depth of love ; 
I bless my chain, I hand my oar, 
Nor think on all I left on shore. 

* But when vain doubt and groundless fear 
Do that dear foolish bosom tear; 
When the big lip and watery eye 
Tell roe the rising storm is nigh ; 
Tis then thou art yon angry main, 
Deform*d by winds and dash'd by raio. 
And the poor sailor that must try 
Its fury, labours less than I. 

' Shipwreck*d, in vain to land I make. 
While Love and Fate still drive me back; 
Forc*d to dote on thee thy own way, 
I chide thee first* and then obey : 
Wretched when from thee, vex'd when nighy 
I with thee, or vvithont thee, die. 



THE LADY 

WHO OFFERS HER LOOKlNG-GtASS TO VBNVB. 

Venus take my votive glass, 
Since I am not what I was ; 
What from this day I shall be, 
Venus, let me never see. 
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THE CAMELEON. 



As the Cameleon, who is known 

To have do colours of his own, 

Bot borrows from bit neigfaboan' hne 

His white or bUck, his greeo or bine. 

And strats as much in ready light. 

Which credit gives him upon sight. 

As if the rainbow were intail 

Settled on him and his heirs male ; 

So the young 'squire, when first he comes 

From conntiy-4chool to Will's or Tom's, 

And equally, in truth, is fit 

To be a statesman or a wit ; 

Without one notion of his own, 

He saunters wildly up and down, 

Till some acquaintance, good or bad, 

Takes notice of a staring lad, 

Admits him in among the gang; 

They jest, reply, dispute, harangue ; 

He acts and talks as they befriend him, 

Smear'd with the colours which they lend him. 

Thus merely as his fortune chances. 
His merit or his vice advances. - 

If, baply, he the sect pursues 
That read and comment upon news, 
He takes up their mysterious face ; 
He driuks his coffee without lace : 
This week his mimic tongue runs o'er 
What they have said the week before ; 
His wisdom sets all Europe right. 
And teaches Marlborough when to fight. 

Digitized by '^OOgle 



iSd MtfCilXANIB«. 

Or if it be his (ate to meet 
With folks who have more wealth than wit. 
He loves cheap- port aod double bab, 
And settles in the Ham-drum club : 
He learns how stocks will &U or rise ; 
Holds poverty the greatest vice ; 
Thinks wit tfaie bane of conversation. 
And says that learning spoils a natioik 

But if, at first, he minds his hits, 
And drinks Champagne among the wits ; 
Five deep he toasts the towering hduea, 
Repeats you verses writ on glasses ; 
Is in the ehair, prescribes the law. 
And lies with those he never saw. 



IVE FUES. 

* Sat, are of insects, mighty Sol> 
(A fly upon the chariot-pole 
Cries out) what blue-bottle alive 
Did ever with such fiiry drive? 

* Tell Belzebnb, great lather, tell, 
(Says t' other, perch'd upon the wheel) 
Did ever any mortal fly 

Raise such a cloud of dost as I P 

< My judgmeut tnm'd the whole debate/ 
' My valour sav'd the sinking state.' 
So talk two idle bnzsinf^ things, 
Toss np their heads, and stretch their wingft» 
But let the tmth to light be brought. 
This neither spoke, nor f other fought ; 
No merit in their pwn behaviour ; 
Both nus'd> bat by their party's fiivonr. 
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THE FEMALE PHAETON. 

Thus Kitty, beantifbl and yoang, 

And wild as colt untam'd, 
Bespoke the fait from whence Bhe spmogy 

With little rage ioflam'd : 

* Inflam'd with rage at sad restraint. 

Which wise mamma ordain'd, 

And sorely yex'd to play the saint^ 

Whilst wit and beaaty reign'd. 

* Shall I thomb holy books, confin'd 

With Abigails, forsaken ? 
Kitty's for otber things design'dy 
Or I am much mistaken. 

* Must Lady Jenny frisk about, 

And visit with her cousins ? 
At balls must she make all the rmit. 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 

< What has she better, pray, than I? 

What hidden charms to boast, 
That all mankind for her shonld die. 

Whilst I am scarce a toast ? 

* Dearest mamna, for once let ne, 

Unchain'd, my fortune try: 
1*11 have my earl as well as she, 
Or know tlie reason why. 

* I'll soon with Jenny's pride qoit score. 

Make all her lovers iUI : 
They'll grieve I was not loos'd before ^ 
She, I was loos'd at all.' 
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Fondness prevail'd, mamma gave way : 

Ritty» at heart's desire, 
Obtain*d the chariot for a day, 

And set the world on fire. 



THE WANDERING PILGRIM. 

HUMBLY ADDRBSSBD TO 

SIR THOMAS FRANKLAIVD, BART. 

Pottmtuier and PaymatUr General to Queen Anne, 

Will Piggot mnst to Coxwoold ' go. 

To live, ahis ! in want. 
Unless Sir Thomas say, ' No, no. 

The' allowance is too scant.' 

The gracioos knight fiill well does weet 

Ten farthings ne'er will do 
To keep a man each d9y in meat ; 

Some bread to meat is dne. 

A Rechabite poor Will mast live, 

And drink of Adam's ale ; 
Pare element no life can give. 

Or mortal sonl regale. 

Spare diet, and spring-water clear, 

Physicians hold are good; 
Who diets thus need never fear 

A fever in the blood. 

1 Twelve miles north of the city of York. 
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Gra'mercy, are, ye 're id the right ; 

Prescriptions all can sell. 
But be that does not eat can't sh — , 

Or p — 8, if good drink fail. 

But pass — The Esculapian crew. 

Who eat and quaff the best. 
They seldom miss to bake and brew, 

Or lin to break their fast. 

Could Yorkshire-tyke but do the same, 

Then he like them might thrive ; 
But Fortune, Fortune, cruel dame, 

To starve thou do'st him drive. 

In Will's old master's plenteous days, 

Hb memory e'er be bless'd, 
What need of speaking in his praise? 

His goodness stands confess'd. 

At his fam'd gate stood Charity, 

In lovely sweet array ; 
Ceres and Hospitality 

Dwelt there both night and day. 

But to conclude, and be concise. 

Truth must Will's voucher be; 
Truth never yet went in disguise. 

For naked still is she. 

There is but one, but one alone, 

Can set the Pilgrim free, 
And make him cease to pine and moan ; 

O Frankland, it is thee ! 

Oh! save him from a dreary way; 

To Coxwonid he must hie ; 
Bereft of thee he wends astray. 

At Coxwoald he must die. 
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Ob ! let him 10 thy haU but stand» 
And wear a porter's gown, • 

Ihiteoos to what tbon may'st comanBdy 
Thus William's wishes crowa. 



NONPAREIL. 



Lbt others firoro, the Town retire^ 
And in the fields seek new delight; 

My PhilUs does snch joys inspire, 
No other objects please my sights 

In her alone I find whate*er 
Beauties a country landscape grace; 

No shade so lovely as her hair. 
Nor plain so sweet as is her fa<^. 

lilies and roses there combine^ 
More beauteous than in flowery field ; 

Transparent is her skin so fine. 
To this each crystal stream must yiel4* 

Her voice more sweet than warbling sound, 
Though sung by nightingale or lark; 

Her eyes such lustre dart around, 
Compar'd to them the sun is dark. 

Both light and vital heat they give, 
Cberish'd by them my love takes root ; 

From her kuid looks does life receive. 
Grows a fiiir plant, bears flowers and fiwt. 

fluch finit, I ween, did once deceive 
The common parent of mankind. 

And made transgress our mother Eve ; 
'^oisoo its core, thoQ^ #r its iin<L 
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Yet 8o delicious is its taste, 

I cannot Ironi the bait abstain ; 
But to the' enchanting pleasure haste, 

Tboagh I were sore 'twould end in pain. 



THE DESPAIRING SHEPHERD. 

Alexis shunn'd his fellow-ftwains. 
Their rural sports and jocund strains ; 

(Heavli guard ns all from Cupid's bow !) 
He lost his crook, be left his flocks, 
And, wandering through the lonely rocks, 

He nonpsh'd endless woe. 

The nymphs and shepherds round him came : 
His grief some pity, others bhime ; 

The fatal cause all kindly seek : 
He mingled his concern with theirs ; 
He gave them back their friendly tears ; 

He sigh'd, but would not speak. 

Clorinda came among the rest, 
And she, too, kind concern expressed, 

And ask'd the reason of bis woe : 
She ask'd, but with an air and miea 
That made it easily foreseen 

She fear'd too much to know, 

Tlie shepherd rab'd his inoumful head ; 
< And will yon pardon me, (he said) 

While I the cruel truth reveal. 
Which nothing from my breast tdionld tear, 
Which never should offend yoor ear. 

But that yon bid roe tell ? . . 
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' Tis thfu I ro?e, 'tis thus complain/ 
Since yon appeared npon the plain ; 

Yon are the cause of all my care : 
Your eyes ten thousand dangers dart, 
Ten thousand torments vex my heart ; 

I love, and I despair.' 

* Too niDch, Alexis, I have heard: 
'Tis what I thought, 'tis what I fear*d ; 

And yet I pardon yon, (she cried) 
But yon shall promise ne'er again 

To breathe your vows or speak your pain:'- 
He bow'd, ob^d, and died. 



THE OLD GENTRY. 

That all from Adam first began, 
None bnt ungodly Whiston doubts ; 

And that his son and his son's son 
Were all but ploughmen, clowns, and Ibnts. 

Each when his rustic pains began, 

To merit pleaded equal right; 
*Twas only who left off at noon, 

Or who went on to work till night* 

But coronets we owe to crowns. 
And iavour to a court's affection ; 

By nature we are Adam's sons, 
And sons of Anttia by election. 
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Kingsale ! eight hnndred years have roO'd 
Since thy forefathers held the plough; 

When this in story shall be told, 
Add, that my kindred do so now. • 

The mdn who by his labonr gets 

Elis bread, in independent state, 
Who never begs, and seldom eats, 

Himself can fix or change his late. 



THE SECRETARY. 

WRITTEN AT THE HAGUE, 1696. 

While with labonr assidnoos dne pleasure I mix, 
And in one day atone for the bosioess of six, 
In a little Dotch chaise, on a Saturday night, 
On my left hand my Horace, a w— on my right : 
No memoirs to compose, and no postboy to move» 
That on Sunday may hinder the softness of love j 
For Jter, neither visits, nor parties at tea, 
Nor the long-winded cant of a dull refugee ; 
This night and the next shall be her's, shall be mine. 
To good or ill fortune the third we resign : 
Thus scorning the world, and superior to Fate, ; 
I drive on my car in processional state ; 
So with Phia through Athens Pisistratus rode, 
Men thought her Mmerva, and him a new god. 
But why should I stories of Athens rehearse, 
Where people knew love, and were partial to vent ; 
Since none can with justice my pleasures oppose. 
In Holland half drown'd m interest and proie? 

VOL. II. K 
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By Greece md past ages what need I be tried. 
When the Hagae and the present are both on my 
And is it enongh for the joys of the day, [side ; 
To think what.Anacreon or Sappho wonld say? 
"When good Vandergoes and his provident Vrow, 
As they gaze on my triumph, do freely allow 
That search all the province, yon'lt find do i 

daris 
So bless'd as tlie Engliahen heer Secreim* is. 



CONSIDERA TIONS 

ON PART OF THE LXXZVlIIth PSALM. 

(a college exercise, 1690.) 

Heavy, O Lord, on me thy jndgments'lie ; 
Accursed I am vrhilc God rejects my cry. » 
0*erwhelm'd in darkness and despair I groan. 
And every place is hell, for God is gone. 
O. Lord, arise ! and let thy beams control 
Those horrid clouds that press my frighted soul : 
Save the poor vninderer from eternal night, 
Thou that art the God of light 

Downward I hasten to my destin'd place ; 
There none obtain thy aid, or sing thy praise. 
8000 shall I lie in Death's deep ocean drown'd : 
Is mercy there, or sweet forgiveness fonnd? 
O save me yet, whilst on the brink I stand ; 
Rebuke tlie storm, and waft my soul to land : 
O let her rest beneath thy wing secure, 
Thou that art the God of pow'r. 
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Behold the prodigal ! to thee I come, 
To bail my father, and to seek my home. 
Nor refuge conld I Hod, nor friend abroad, 
Straying in vice, and destitute of God. 
O let thy terrors and my anguish end ! 
Be thou my refuge, and be thou my friend : 
Receive the son thou didst so long reprove. 
Thou that art the God of love. 



TWO RIDDLES, 1710. 

Sphiwz was a monster that woold eat 
Whatever stranger she could get, 
Unless his ready wit disclosed 
The subtle riddle she propos'd. 

CEdipns was resolv'd to go 
And try what strength of parts would do ; 
Says Sphinx, * On this depends your fate ; 
Tell me what animal is that 
Which has four feet at morning bright. 
Has two at noon, and three at night ?* 
* *Tis Man, (said he) who, weak by nature, 
At first creeps, like hb fellow-creature, 
Upon all four ; as years accme. 
With sturdy steps he walks on two ; 
In age, at length, grows weak and sick, 
For his third leg adopts the stick.' 

Now, in your- turn, 'tis just, methioks. 
Yon sliould resolve me, Madam Sphinx, 
What greater stranger yet is he 
Who has four legs, then two, then three ; 
Then loses one, tl\en gela two more. 
And runs away at last on four ?' 
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ON BEAUTY. 

A RIDDLE. 

Resolve me, Chloe, what is thifi, 
Or forfeit me one precious kiss : 
Tis the first ofispriog of the Graces, 
Bears different forms in different places ; 
Acknowledged fine where'er beheld, 
Yet fancied finer when conceal'd* 
Twas Flora's wealth, and Circe's charm, 
Pandora's box of good and harm ; 
Twas Mars's wish, Endymion's dream, 
Apelles' draught, and Oyid's theme : 
This guided Theseus through the maze. 
And sent him home with life and praise ; 
But this undid the Phrygian boy, 
And blew the fiames that niin'd Troy : 
This show'd great kindness to old Greece, 
And help'd rich Jaison to the fleece : 
This through the East just vengeance horl'd. 
And lost poor Anthony the world : 
Injured, though Lucrece found her doom ; 
This bauish'd tyranny firom Rome : 
Appeas'd, tliongh Lais gained her hire ; 
This set Fersepolis on fire : 
For this Alcides leani'd to spin, 
His club laid down, and lion's skin : 
For this Apollo deign'd to keep. 
With servile care, a mortal's sheep -, 
tor this the Father of the gods, 
~ intent to leave his high abodes^ 
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Id borrowed figures loosely ran, 
Europa's ball, and Leda's swan : 
For this he reassnmes the nod, 
(\yhile Semele commands the god) 
Iiaunebes the bolt, and shakes the poles, • 
Though M omus laughs, and Jnno scolds. 

Here listening Chloe smild and said^ 
* Yoar riddle is not hard to read : 
I gness it' — * Fair one, if you do. 
Need I, alas! the theme pursue? 
For this thou seest, for this I leave 
Whate'er the world thinks wise or grave^ 
Ambition, business, friendship, news, 
My useful books and serious Muse. 
For this I willingly decline 
Tlie mirth of feasts and joys of wine, 
And choose to sit and talk with thee, 
(As thy great orders may decree) 
Of cocks and bulls, of flutes and fiddles, 
Of idle tales, and foolish riddles.' 



Aif EXTEMPORE INVITATION 

TO THB BARL OF OXFORD, LORD HIGH TRBA8URKII| 

17 If. 

MY LORD, 

Our weekly friends to-morrow meet 
At Matthew^s palace in Doke-street, 
To try, for once, if they can dine 
Ob bacoo-ham and motton-chine. 
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If, wearied with the great afiairs 
Which Britain trusts to Harley's cares, 
Tlioo, humble Statesman, ma/st descend 
Thy mind one moment to unbend, 
To see thy servant from his soul 
Crown with thy health the sprightly bowl, 
Amonff the gnests whicli e'er my house 
Received , it never can produce 
Of honour a more glorious proof- 
Though Dorset os d to bless the roof. 



WRITTEN AT PARIS, 1700. 

IN THK BEGINNING OP ROBE'S GEOGRAPHY. 

Op all that William rules, or Robe 
Describes, great Rhea, of thy globe, 
When or on post-horse or in chaise, 
With much expense and little ease. 
My destined miles I shall have gone. 
By Thames or Maese, by Po or Rhone, 
And found no foot of earth my own ; 
Great Mother, let me once be able 
To have a garden, house, and stable, 
That I may read, and ride, and plant, 
Superior to desire or want ; 
And as health fails, and years increase. 
Sit down and think, and die in peace. 
Oblige thy favourite undertakers 
To thro%v me in but twenty acres ; 
This number, sure, they may allow. 
For pasture ten^ and ten for plough ; 

Digitized by Google 



} 



MISCELLANIES. 143 

TU all that I woold wish or hope. 
For me, and John, and Nell, and Crop. 

Then as thon wilt dispose the rest 
(And let not Fortune spoil tlie jest) 
To those who at the market-rate 
Can barter honour for estate. 

Now if thou grant'st me my reqaest. 
To make thy votary truly bless'd, 
Let curst Revenge, and sancy Pride, 
' To some bleak rock far off be tied. 
Nor e*er approach my raral seat, 
To tempt me to be base and great. 

And, Ooddess, this kind office done. 
Charge Venus to command her son 
(Wherever else she lets him rove) 1 

To shun my house, and field, and grove ; > 

Peace cannot dwell with Hate or Love. j 

Hear, gracious Rhea, what I say, 
And thy petitioner shaU pray. 



-WRITTXN IN 

MONTAIGNE^ S ESSAYS. 

GIVEN TO THE DUKE OP SHREWSBURY IN FRANCE, 
AFTER THE PEACE, 1713. 

Dictate, O mighty judge, what thou hast seen . 
Of cities and of conrts, of books and men, 
And deign to let thy servant hold the pen. 

Through ages, thus, I may presume to live. 
And from the transcript of thy prose receive 
What my own short-liv'd verse can never five. 
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Thus sliall fair Britain, with a gracious tmUey 

Accept the work, and the instructed isle 

For more than treaties made shall bless my toil. 

Nor longer, hence, the Gallic style preferr'd^ 

Wisdom in English idiom shall be heard, 

While Talbot tells the world where Montaigne err'd. 



WUTTEK IH THE BEGnrHUfG OF 

MEZERAVS HISTORY OF FRANCE. 

Whatever thy countrymen have done 
By law and wit, by sword and gun, 

In thee is faithfully recited ; 
And all the living world that view 
Thy work, give thee the praises due, 

At once instructed and delighted. 

Yet for the iame of all these deeds 
What beggar in the invalids. 

With lameness broke, with biindneta smitten, 
Wish'd ever decently to die. 
To have been either Mezeray 

Or any monarch he has written? 

' Its strange, dear author, yet it true is, 
That down from Pharamond to Loiiis, 

All covet life, yet call it pain. 
And feel the ill, yet shun the cure ;— 
Can sense this paradox endure I 

"'esolve me, Cambrey, or Fontaine. 
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The man in graver tragic known 
(Though his best part long since was done) 

Still on the stage desires to tarry ^ 
And he who play'd the Harleqni% 
After the jest still loads the scene. 

Unwilling to retire though weary. 



WftlTTEN 117 

THE NOUVEAUX INTEJREfpf 

DEB PRIMGBS DB L'BOEOPC. 

Blest be the princes who have fbaght 
For pompons names or wide domaiwMy 

Since by their error we are taught 
That happiness is but opinion* 



WRITTEN IN AN OVID. 

Ovio IS the surest guide 
Yon can name to show the way 

To any woman, niaid» or bride, 
Who resolvet to go astray. 
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VERSES 



SPOKEN TO LADT HENRIETTA-CAVBNDISH-HOLLES 
HARLEY, CCiUNTESS OF OXFORD, IN THE LIBRARY 
OF ST. JOHN'S COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE, NOV. 'J, 
1719. 

MADAM, 

Since Anna visited the Muses' seat, 
(Around her tomb let weeping angeb wait) 
Hail, then the hrigfatest of thy sex, and best, 
Most gracionsDeighbonr, and most welcome guest : 
Not Barley's self, to Cam and Isis dear, 
In virtues and io arts great Oxford's heir, 
Not he sach present honour shall receive. 
As to his consort ure aspire to give. 

Writings of men our thoughts to-day neglects. 
To pay due homage to the softer sex : 
Plato and TuUy we forbear to read. 
And their great followers whom this Hoase bat 
To study lessons from thy morals giv'n, [bred. 
And shining characters impress'd by Heav'n. 
Science in books no longer we pursue, 
Minerva's self in Harriet's face we view ; 
For when with Beauty we can Virtue join. 
We paint the semblance of a form divine. 

Their pious incense let our neighbours bring 
To the kind memory of some bounteous king : 
With grateful hand due altars let them raise 
To some good knight's, or holy prehite's praise; 
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We taoe oor voices to a nobler theme, ) 

Your eyes we bless, your praises we proclaim ; > 
Saint John's was founded in a woman's name, 3 
Enjoin'd by statate, to the Fair we bow ; 
In spite of time we keep our ancient vow; 
What Margaret Tador was, is Harriet Uarley 
now. 



! 



ON A PICTURE 

OF SENECA DYING IN A BATH, BY JORDAIN, 

AT TUB RIGHT HONOURABLE THE EARL OP EXBTBR'S AT 
BURLBIGH-HOUSE. 

While cruel Nero only drains 
The moral Spaniard's ebbing veins. 
By stody worn, and slack with age, 
How dull, how thoughtless, b his rage! 
Heightened revenge he should have took ; 
He should have bum'd his tutor's book, 
And long have reign'd supreme in vice; 
One nobler wretch can only rise ; 
'Tis he whose fury shall deface 
The Stoic's image m this piece ; 
For while unhurt, divine Jordain, 
Thy work and Seneca's remain ; 
He still has body, still has soul. 
And lives and speaks, restor'd and whole. 
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ON SEEIMG TBtf 

DVKE OF ORMONiyS PICTURE 

AT SIR GODFREY KNELLER'S. 

Oirr from the injnr'd canvass, Rneller, strike 
These lines, too faiot ; the picture is not like. 
Exalt thy thought, and try thy toil again : 
Dreadful in arms, on Landen's glorious plain 
Place Ormond's duke : impendent in the air 
Let his keen sabre, comet-like, appear, 
Where'er it points denouncing death : below 
Dtnw routed squadrons, and the numerous foe .- 
Falling beneath, or 6ying from his blow ; 3 

Till weak with wounds, and covered o'er with blood. 
Which from the patriot's breast in torrents flow'd. 
He fiunts: his steed no longer hears the rem, 
Bdt stumbles o'er the heap his hand had slain '• 
And now exhausted, bleeding, pale he lies, 
Lovely, sad object ! in his half-clos'd eyes 
Stem Vengeance yet and hostile Terror stand : 
His front yet threatens, and his frowns command. 
The Gallic chiefs their troops around him call. 
Fear to approach him, though they see him fiJl.-^ 

Kneller ! could thy shades and lights express 
The perfect hero in that glorioas dress. 

Ages to come might Ormond's picture know. 
And palms for thee beneath his laurels grow ; 
In spite of time thy work might ever shine. 
Nor Homer's colours last so long as thine. 

1 After his horse wis shot under him, and he had received 
many wounds, the Duke of Ormond was Ukta prisoner at 
tlie battle QfUmden. 
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UrOVTHM 

PASSAGE IN SCALIGERANA, 

tjta AUemarts ne ce soucient pas quel tin ils boivent pour- 
veu que ce soU vin, m qtxl Latin iU parUnt p<mrveu 
que ce aoU Latin. 

When yon with High-Dutch Heeren dine^ 
Expect iaiBe Latin and stnm'd wine : 
They never taste wbd always drink ) 
They always talk who never think. 



ON MY BikTH'DAY, 

JULY 21. 

I, my dear, was born to«day, 

So all my jolly comrades say ; 

They britag me mnsic, wreaths, and mirth, 

And ask to celebrate my birth. 

little, alas I my comrades know 

That I was bom to pain and woe, 

To thy denial, to thy scorn ; 

Better I had ne'er been bom : 

I wish to die ev'n whilst I say, 

I; my dear, was bora to-day. 

I, my dear, was born to-day ; 
Shall I salnte the rising ray ? 
Wellspring of all my joy and woe, 
Clotilda ! thou aWne dost know : 
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Shall the wreath snrround my hair? 
Or shall the nrasic please my ear? 
•Shall I my comrades* mirth receive, 
Aud bless my birth, ttid wish to live? 
Then let me see great Venos chase. 
Imperions anger from thy face ; 
Then let me hear thee smiling say, 
* Thou, my dear, wert botn to^lay.' 






LOVE DISARMElK-rp/^^ 



BsifEATH a myrtle's verdant shade, ' ' 

As Chloe half asleep was laid, 

Cupid perch'd lightly on her breast, : 

And in that heaven desir'd to rest ; 

Over her paps his vririgs he spread, 

Between he found a downy bed, 

And nestled in his little head. 

Still lay the god : tlie nymph, snrpris^" 
Yet, mistress of herself, devis'd 
How she the vagrant might enthral, 
And captive him who captives all. 

Her bodice half way die unlac*d. 
About his arms she slily cast 
The silken bond, and held him fast. 

The god awak'd, and thrice, in vam, 
He strove to break the crnel chain : 
And thrice, in vain, he shook his vnng, 
Encumber'd in the silken string. 

Fluttering the god, and weeping, said, 
* Pity poor Cupid, generous Maid^ 
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Who happened, being blind, to stray, 
And on thy bosom lost his way; 
Who stray d, alas! but knew, too well. 
He never there must hope to dwell. 
Set an unhappy prisoner free, 
Who ne'er intended harm to thee.* 

* To me pertains not (she replies) 
To know or care where Cupid Hies ; 
What are his haunts, or which his way, 
Where he would dwell, or whither stray ; 
Yet will I never set thee free, 

For harm was meant, and harm to me.' 

* Vain fears that vex thy virgin heart ! 
I'll give thee up my bow and dart, 
Untangle but this cniel chain, 

And freely let me fly again.' 
I * Agreed : secure my virgin heart; 
j Instant give up thy bow and dart j 
!The chain I'll in retuin untie, 
And freely thou again shalt fly.* 
Thus she the captive did deliver, 
The captive thus gave up his quiver. 
The god,,disarm*d, e'er suice that day 
Passes his life in harmless play ; 
Flies round, or sits upon her breast, 
A little, fluttering, idle guest . 

E'er since that day the beauteous maid 
Governs the world in Cupid's stead. 
Directs his arrows as she wills. 
Gives grief or pleasure, spares or kills. 
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A LOVERS ANGER. 

As Chloe came into the room t'other day, 
I peevish began, < Where so long could yon stay? 
In yoar lifetime you never regarded your hour ; 
Yon promis'd at two, and (pray look, child) *tis foiur« 
A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels, 
Tis enough that 'tis loaded with baubles and seids. 
A temper so heedless no mortal can bear — * 
Thus far I went on with a resolute air : 
* Lord bless nie ! (said she) let a body but speak ; 
Here's an ugly hard rose-bud faU'n into my neck ; 
It has hurt me and vex'd me to such a degree— 
See here, for yon never believe me ; pray see. 
On tlie left side my breast, what a mark it has made.' 
So saying, her bosom she careless display'd : 
That seat of delight I with wonder sorvey'd. 
And forgot every word I design'd to have said. 



LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP: 

. A PASTORAL. 
BY MM. ELIZABSTB SINGBR >• 

AMARYLLIS. 

While from the skies the ruddy son descends, 
And rising night the evening shade extends ; 
While pearly dews o'erspread the firaitfiil field, 
And closing flowers reviving odours yield, 

'' Afterwtrds the celebnited Mrs. Rowe. It has beea nM 
,that Prior oace paid bis addresses lo this lady. 
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XiSt Wy benetth these spreading trees, reeite 
What from oar hearts oar Moses may indite : 
Nor need we» in this close retirement, fear 
Lest any swata oar amorous secrets hear. 

Sylv. To efery shepherd I would mineproclaimi 
Since &ir Aminta is my softest theme : 
A stranger to the loose delights of love, 
My thoughts the nobler warmth of friendship prove. 
And, while its pure and sacred fire I sing. 
Chaste goddess of the groves, thy succour bring. 

7^ MAR. Propitious god of Love, my breast inspire 
With all thy charms, with all thy pleasing fira ; 
Propitious god of Love, thy succour bring, 
Whilst I, thy darling, thy Alexis, sing; 
Alexis, as the opening blossoms ^r, 
Lovely as light, and soft as yieldmg air : 
For him each virgin sighs, and on the phiins ' 
Tbe happy youth above each rival reigns ; 
Nor to the echoing groves and whispering spring 
In sweeter strains does artful Conon stog, 
When loud applauses fill the crowded groves. 
And Phcebos the superior song approves. 

Sylv. Beauteous Aminta is as early ligiit 
Breaking the melancholy shades of night : 
When she is near, all anxious trouble flies, 
And our reviving hearts confess her eyes. 
Young love, and blooming joy, and gay desires. 
In every breast the beauteous nymph inspires ; 
And en the plain when she no more appears, 
The plain a dark and gloomy prospect wears. 
In vain the streams roll on ; the eastern breete 
Dances in vain among the trembluig trees : 
In vain the birds begin their evening song, 
And to the silent night their notes prolong ; 

VOL. II. L 
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Nor gtottBf nor crystal streams, nor^rerdant field^ 
Does wonted pleasure in her absence yieM. 

Amar* And in his. absence, all the pensive day, 
In some obscnre reti-eat I lonely stray ; 
All day, to the repeating caves, complain 
In moomfiil accents and a dying stndn : 
* Dear lovely youth !' I cry to all aronnd ; 
^Dear love^ yooth !' the flattering vales resound. 

Sylv. On flowery banks, by every mnrmnring 
Ammta is my Muse's softest theme : [stream, 

*Tis she that does my artflil notes refine ; 
With fidr Aminta's name my noblest verse shall shine. 

Am AB. lil twine Iresh garlands for Alexis' brows, 
And consecrate to him eternal vows ; 
The charming yooth shall my Apollo prove ; 
He shall adorn my songs, and tmie niy voice to love. 



TO THE AUTHOR 

OF THB FOREGOING PASTORAL. 

By Sylvia if thy charming self be meant ; 

If friendship be thy virgin vows' extent, 

O ! let me in Aminta's praises join, 

Her's my esttoem shall be, my passion thine. 

When for thy head tlie g^and I prepare, 

A second wreath shall bind Aminta's hair; 

And when my choicest songs tiiy worth procthlm. 

Alternate verse shall bless Aminta*s name ; 

My heart shall own the justice of her cause. 

And Love himself submit to Friendship's laws. 

But if beneath thy numbers^ soft disguise 
Some favour'd awain/some true Alexis lies ; 
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If Amaiyllis bnathes thy secret pains. 

And thy fond heart beats measure to thy strains^ 

May'st thoa, howe'er I grieve, for ever find 

The fiame firopitioiis and the lover kind ; 

May Vemis'long exert her happy pow'r, 

And make thy beanty, like thy verse, endure ; 

May every god his inendly aid afford, 

Pan guard thy flock, and Ceres bless thy board. 

Bat i^ by chance, the series of thy joys 
Permit one tiionght less cheerful to arise, 
Piteous transfer it to the moumfiil swain. 
Who, loving much, who, not belov*d again, 
Feels an ill-lated passion's last excess, 
And dies in woe, that thou may'st live in peace. 



CHARITY: 

A PARAPHRASE ON 1 COR. CHAP. ZIII. 

Did sweeter sounds adorn my flowing tongue 
Than ever man pronounc'd or angel sung; 
Had I all knowledge, human and divine. 
That thought can reach or science can define ; 
And had I power to give that knowledge burtb, 
In all the speeches of the babbling earth ; 
Did Shadrach'S teal my glowing breast inspire, 
To weary tortures and rejoice in fire ; 
Or had I faith like that which Israel saw 
When Moses gave them miracles and law; 
Yet gracious Charity, indulgent guest, 
^ Were not thy power exert^ in my breast, 
Those speeches would send up unheeded pray'r, 
That scorn of life wonld be but wild despair ^ 
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A cymbtrs soond were better tlm my voice; 
My &ith were form, my eloquence were noiae* 

Charity 1 decent, modest, easy, kind, 
Softens the high, and rear^tbe abject mind ; 
Knows with just reins, and gentle band, to ffude 
Betwixt vile shame and arbitrary pride. 
Not soon provok'd, she easily forgives. 
And mnch she suffers, as she much believes. 
Soft peace she brings wberever she arrives ; 
She builds our quiet, as she forms onr lives ; 
Lays the rougli paths of peevish nature ev'n, 
And oppns in each heart a little beav'n. 

Each other gift which God on man bestows. 
Its proper bounds and due re^tion knows. 
To one fix*rf purpose dedicates its pow'r, 
And finishing its act, exists no more, 
llius, in obedience to what Heaven decrees. 
Knowledge shall fiul, and prophecy shall cease ; 
But lasting Charity's more ample sway, 
Nor bound by time, nor subject to decay. 
In happy triumph shall for ever live. 
And endless good diliiise,and endless praise r«odve. 

As through the artist's intervening glass 
Our eye observes the distant planets pass, 
A little we discover, but allow 
That more remains unseen than art can show ; 
So whilst onr mind its knowledge would improve, 
(Its feeble eye intent on things above) 
High as we may we lift our reason up, 
By fiiith directed, and confirm'd by hope ; 
Yet are we able only to survey 
Dawnings of beams, and promises of day. 
Heaven's fuller eminence mocks onr denied si^^t. 
Too great its ivriftness, and too strong its lif^U 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



MiSCBLLAinCS. I5t 

Bat soon the mediate clouds shall be dispell'dy 
The SUB shall soon be face to face beheld, 
In^all his robes, with all hisffloiy on, . 
Seated sablirae od his meridiaii throne. 

Then constant Faith and holy Hope shall die. 
One lost in certainty, and one in joy ; 
Whilst thou, more happy power, fair Charity, 
Triumphant sister, greatest of the three, 
Thy office and thy natore still the same, 
Lastmg thy lamp, and onconsum'd thy flame, 
8halt still sofYive— 

Shalt stand before, the host of Heaven con&ss'd, 
For ever blening, and for ever bless'd. 



UPON HONOUR. 

A FRAGMENT. 



Honour, I say, or honest fiime, 
I mean the substance, not the name, 
(Not that light heap of tawdry wares 
Of ermine, coronets, and stars. 
Which often is by merit sooght. 
By gold and flattery oft'ner bou|^t ; 
The shade for whidi Ambition looks 
In Selden's or in Ashmole's books) 
Bat the true glory which proceeds, 
Reflected bright, from honest deeds. 
Which we in our omtu breast perceive. 
And kiiigs can neither take nor give 
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ADRL4NI MQRmUTiS 

AD ANIBf AM SUAM. 

Aniitoia, Tagala, blandula, 
Hospes, comesque corporis, 
Qon nunc abibis in locsl, 
Pallidula, rigida, nadala? 
Nee, ut soles, dabis joca. 



BY MONS. FONTENELLE. 

Ma petite ame, ma migDonne, 

Tn ten vas done, ma fiUe, et Diea s^a^he ou to vas : 

To pars seolette, nua, et tremblotante, helas ! 

Que deviendra ton humenr foU^honne ? 

Qoe deviendront t^at de jolis 6bfits? 



IMITATED, 

Poor, little, pretty, fluttering thing, 

Must we no longer live together? 
And dost thou prune thy trembling wing, 

To take thy flight thou know'st not whither? 
Thy humorous vein, thy pleasing folly, 
lies all neglected, all forgot, 
And pensive, wavering Melancholy, 
Thou dread'8t,and hop'st, thou know'st not what. 
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A PA88AGK IN TBB 

MORUE ENCOMIUM OF ERASMUS 

IMITATED. 

In awfol pomp and melancholy state, 
See settled Reason on the judgment-seat ', 
Around her crowd Distrust, and Doubt, and Fear, 
And thoughtful Foresight, and' tormenting Care ; 
Far firom the throne the trembling Pleasures stand, 
Chained up or exil'd by her stem command. 
Wretched her subjects, gloomy sits the queen, 
Till happy Chance reverts the cruel scene ; 
And apish Folly, with her wild resort 
Of Wit and Jest, disturbs the solemn court. 

See the fantastic Minstrelsy advance 
To breathe the song and animate the dance. 
Bless'd the ushrperl happy the surprise! 
Her mimic postures catch our eager eyes ; 
Her jingling bells affect our captive ear. 
And in the sights we see and sounds we hear, 
Against our judgment she our sense employs. 
The laws of troubled Reason she destroys, 
And in their place rejoices to indite 
Wild schemes of mirth, and plans of loose delight. 
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ZBT IMITATION OF ANACREON^ 

Ln them remnre, what care I? 
The herd of critics I defy : 
Let the wretches know I write 
Regardless of their grace or spite. 
No, no : the fair, the gay, the yonng^ 
Govern the nnmbers of my song : 
All that they approve is sweet. 
And all is sense that they repeat. 
Bid the warbling Nine retire: 
Venos, string thy servants lyre ; 
Love shall be my endless theme; 
Pleasnre shall triompb over fame: 
And when these maxims I decliDe^ 
Apollo, may thy fate be mine ; 
May I grasp at empty praise, 
And lose the nymph to gaub the baya. 
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HORACE, LIB. I. EP. IX. IMITATED. 

TO THE RIGHT HOH . MR. HARLKY '. 



Septimiof, Clandi, nimlrum Intelliglt oum, 
Qiumti meikclas, &c; 



Dear Dick^ bowe'er it comes into his hisftd. 
Believes as tirmly as he does his creed. 
That yoD and I, sir, are extremely great, 
llioagh I plain Mat, yon Minister of State. 
' One word from me, without all doabt, (he says) 
Wonld fix his fortune in some little place.' 
Thus better than myself, it seems, he knows 
How far my interest with my patron goes, 
And answering all objections 1 can make, 
Still plunges deeper in his dear mistake. 

From this wild fiincy, sir, there may proceed 
Oae wilder yet, which I foresee and dread ^ 
That I, in iact, a real interest have. 
Which to my own advantage I wonld save. 
And, with the usual courtier's trick, intend 
To serve myself, forgetful of my friend. 

To shun this censure, I all shame lay by. 
And make my reason with his will comply ; 

1 Aftenrsrdt Earl of Oxford Md Mortimer. 
* Richard Sbelton, Esq. whom Mr. Prior, in his will, calli 
hit dear friend and companion. 
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Hoping, for my excose, 'twill be confess'd 
That of two efib I have chose the least. 
So, sir, with this e|>istolary scroll 
Receive . the jiartner of my inmost soul ; 
Him yott will find in letters and in laws 
Not unestpert ; 6rm.to his<<^9try*g cante; 
Warm in the glorioos interest you punae» 
And, IB one word, a good^DMn and a true. 



ENIGMA. 



By birih I'm a slave, yet can give yon a^opw** 
I dispose of aU honours, myself hating noMii .- . 
I'm oblig'd by just maxims to govern ny'liibi - :. • 
Yet I hang my own master and Ue witii fatir.li^l^ 
When men are a-gaming, I cunnini^y snesici; '■:> 
And their cudgels and shovels away from them take. 
Fair maidens and ladies I by the hand, get. 
And pick off their diamonds though ne'er «o well-set* 
For when. I have comrades we rob in wh<4e baads» 
Then presently take off your lands from yoqr hands; 
But Ihis fhry once over, I've such wioniiig arts, 
That yon love me mnch more than yon do yons own 
hearts. 



ENIGMA. 



FoRM'o half beneath and half above the earth. 
We sisters owe to art our second birth ; 
The smith's and carpenter^ adopted danghters. 
Made on the land, to travel on the waters. 
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Swifter they move as (hey afe straiterbomd. 
Vet neither tread the air^ or wave, or gitHind ; 
They serve the poor for ose* the rich for whiiU) 
Sink when it rwn, and wb^ it freen» swtnu 



CANTATA. 

88T B% MOMS, QAUAABl^ 



^ RICIT« 

Crneath a verdant laorel's ample shade^ 
His lyre to moarofol nnmbers strung^ 

Horace, immortal bard! supinely laid» 
To Venus thus address'd the song ; 

Ten thousand little Loves around, 

List'ning dwelt on every sound. 



Potent Venus, bid thy son 
Sonnd no more his dire akirms : 
Youth on silent wings is flown ; 
Graver years come rolling on. 
Spare my age unfit for arms : 
Safe and humble let me rest, 
From all amorous care released. 
Potent Venus, bid thy son 
Sound no more his dire akirms. 



Yet, Venus, vhy do I each mom prepare 
The fragrant wreath for Chloe's hair? 
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Why, why do I all day iaroent and tA^, 
Uoleas the beaateoas maid be nighP 
And why all night panne lier in my dreams, 
Tbrongh flowery ineads^and erystal streams? 



Tbns saag the b^d, and thus the goddess spoke : 

< Sobmiflsive bow to Love*s impeiioos y^d^e : 

Bvery state, and every age. 

Shall, own my Tole, and fenr my rage : 

CompelI'd by me thy Muse shall pro^e 

That all the world was bom to love. 

ARief. 
' Bid thy destin'd lyre discover 

Soft desire and gentle pain: 
Often praise, and always love her ; 

Through her ear her heart obtain. 
Verse shall please, and sighs shall move her ; 
Cupid does with Phoebus reign/ 



AN ENGLISH PADLOCK. 

Miss Daoae, when £iir and young, 
(Ar Horace has divinely sung) 
Could not be kept from Jove's embrace 
By doors of steel and walls of brass : 
The reason of the tlang is dear. 
Would Jove the naked troth aver; 
Cupid was with him of the party, 
And show'd himself sincere and hearty ; 
For, give that whipster bot his errand. 
He takes my Lord Chief Jnstioe' warrant;. 
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IHiQtttiess as death away be wallu. 
Breaks the doors open* soaps the locks^ 
Searches the parionr, chamber, study, 
Nor stops till he has calprit's body. 

Since this has been aathentic truth. 
By age delivered down to youth, 
* Tell us, mistaken husband, teH us 
Why so mysterious, why so jealous? 
Does the restraint, the bolt, the bar, 
Make na leis curious, her less fair ? 
Tlie spy which does this treasure keep. 
Does 8he ne*er say her prayers, noi^ atoep? 
Does 8he to no excess incline? > < 
Does she fly pusic, mirth, and wine 9v 
Or have not gold and flattery powV , 
To purchase one unguarded hour? 

* Your care does further yet eiitend ; 
That spy is guarded by your friend- 
But has this friend nor eye nor heart ? 
May he not feel the cruel dart 
Which, soon or late, all mortals feel? 
May he not, with too tender zeal. 
Give the fair prisoner cause to see 
How much he wishes she were free ? 
May he not craftily infer 

The rules of friendship too severe, 
Which chain him to a hated trust, 
Which make him wretched to be just? 
And may not she, thb darling she. 

Youthful and healtliy, flesh and blood, 
Easy with him, ill us*d by thee. 

Allow this logic to be good?* 

* Sir, will your questions never end? 
I trust to neither spy nor friend. 
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In short, I keep her firom the sight 

Of every hmnan fiiee.'— < Shell write.'— 

* FVom pen and paper she^a debarr'd.'— 

* Has she a bodkin and a card? 

She'll prick her mind.' — * She will, yon say ; 
Bnt how shall she that mind convey? 
I keep her in one room ; I lock it; 
The key (look here) is in this poCket/ 
« The key-hole, is that left ? Most certain 
Shell thrust her letter throagh-43hr Martin.' 
' Dear angr|((iTiend, what moit be done ? 
Is there no vnq'?' — < There is bnt one. 
Send her abroad, and let her see 
That all this nungled mass which she, 
Being forbidden, longs to know, 
Is a dull farce, an empty show. 
Powder, and pocket-glass, and bean; 
A staple of romance and Ues, 
False tears, and real perjuries ; 
Where sighs and looks are bought and sold. 
And love is made but to be told ; 
Where the fat bawd and lavish heir 
The spoils of ruin'd beaoty share ; 
And youth, seduc'd from friends and fiune, 
Must give up age to want and shame. 
Let her behold the fiantic scene, 
Tlie women wretched, false the men ; 
And when, these certain ills to shun^ 
She would to thy embraces run. 
Receive her with extended arms ; 
Seem more delighted with her charms ; 
Wait on her to the park and phiy; 
Put on good humour; make her gliy; 
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Be to ber virtnes very kind ; 

Be to her faults a little blind : 

Let all her ways be nnconfin'd» 

And clap yonr Padlock — on her mind.* 



A REASONABLE AFFLICTION. 

On his death-bed poor Lubin lies, 

His spouse is in despair : 
With ireqaent sobs and mutual cries^ 

They both express their eare^ 

' A different cause, (says Parson Sly) 

The same effect may give ; 
Poor Lubin fears that he sb«^l die, 

His wife that he may live.' 



ANOTHER. 



From her own native France, as old Alison past, 
She reproached English Nell with neglect or with 
malice. 

That the slattern had left, in the hurry and haste, 
Her lady's complexion and ^ebrows at Calais. 
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ANOTHER. 

Her eyebrow box one nnornin^ lost, 

(Tbe best of folks are oftnest crost) 

Sad Helen tbus to Jenny said, 

Her careless but afflicted maid, 

' Put me to bed, then, wretched Jane; 

Alas! when shall I rise again? 

I can behold no mortal now, 

For what's an eve without a brow?* 



ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 

In a dark comer of the house 
Poor Helen sits, and sobs, and cries; 

She will not see her loving sponse, 
Nor her more dear piquet-allies ; 

Unless she finds her eyebrows, 
She'll e'en weep out her eyes. 



ON THE SAME. 

Helen was just slipt into bed, 
, Her eyebrows on the toilet lay, 
Away the kitten with them fled, 
As fees belonging to her prey» 

For this misfortune careless Jane, 
Assure yourself, was loudly rated, 

And Madam getting up again, 
With her own hand the mouse-trap baited. 
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On little thiDgBy as sages write. 
Depends our human Joy or sorrow; 

If we don't catch a mouse to-night, 
Alasl no eyebrows for to-morrow. 



A TRUE MAID. 



' No, no; for my virginity. 
When I lose that, (nays Rose) 111 die/ 
* Behind the ehns, last night, (cried Dick) 
Rose, were you not extremdy sick ?* 



ANOTHER. 



Ten months after Florimel happened to wed, 
And was brought in a kiudable manner to bed. 
She warbled her groans with so charming a voice. 
That one half of the parish was stnnn'd with the 

noise; 
But when Florimel deign'd to lie privately in. 
Ten montlis before she and her spouse were a-kin. 
She chose with soch prodence her pangs to conceal. 
That her nurse, nay her midwife, scarce heard her 

once squeal. 
Learn, husbands, from hence, for the peace of yonr 

lives. 
That maids make not half soch a tumult as wives. 
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A wrrcn pRovsnB. 

' FiRSy water, woman, are man's ruio/ 

SayA wise Processor Vander Britm. 

By flames a house I hir*d was lost 

Last year, and I most pay the cost. 

This spring the rains o'erflow*d my groand^ 

And my best Flanders mare was drown'd. 

A slave 1 am to Clara's '6yes ; 

The gipsy knows ber power, and flies. 

Fire, water, woman, are my niin. 

And great thy wisdom, Vander Briiin. 



A SIMILE. 



Dea^ Tbomasy didst thon never pop 
Thy head into a tinman's shop? 
There, Thomas, didst thon never fiee 
(Tis but by vray of simile) 
A squirrel spend his little rage 
In jumping romid a rolling cage. 
The cage, as either side tum'd up, ^ 
Striking a ring of bells a-top ? — 

Mov'd in the orb, pleas'd with the 
The foolish creature thinks be clnnbs ; 
But here or there, turn wood or wirCy 
lie never gets two^ inches bigheir. 

So fares it with those merry blades 
That frisk it under Pindus* shades.' 
In noble songs and lofty odes 
They tread on stars, and talk ¥^th gods ; 
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Still danciiig in an airy ronod, 
^m pteas'd with their own venes' somid ♦ 
Brought hack, how fast soe'er they «o, ' 
Aiw«9%iuipiring, always low. 
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A FLOWER. 

POINTED BY SIMON VAnBlSl. 

Whem fem'd Varelst this Uttie wonder drew 

Flora vouch3ard the growing work to view:* 

Finding the painter's science at a stand. 

The goddess snatch'd the pencil from his band. 

And finishing the piece, she smiling said, 

* Behold one work of mine that ne'er shall fede/ 



A CASE STATED. 

■* Now how shall I do with my love and my pride 

Dear Dick,gi?e me counsel, if friendship has any ' 

Pr'ythee purge, or let hlood, (^urJy Richard re- 

plied) 
And forget the coquette in the arms of your 
Nanny.' 

While .1 pleaded with passion how mach I deserv'd 
For the pains and the torments for more than a 
year, 

She look'd jn an almanac, whence she ohserv'd 
That it wanted n&nix^gu to Bartol'^tew fidn 
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My Cowley and WaUer how vaiiily I qobte, ' 
While iriy ncgtigeot judge only hears with her eye ; 

tn a long flaxen wig and emhroider'd new coat. 
Her sparky saying noChhig, talks better than L 



A FABLE, 

FitOM PRJEDRCJ8. 

TO THE AUTHOa OV THE ICEDLET, 1710. 

The fox an actor's vizard found, 
And peer'd, and felt, and tum'd it round \ 
Then threw it in contempt away, 
And thnsold Phaedrns heard him say, 
' What noble part can'st thou sustain. 
Thou specious head without a brain ^ 



A CRITICAL MOMENT. 

How capricious were Nature and Art to poor Nell ? 
She was painting her cheeks at the time her nosefeU. 



. assssssss I 

FORMA BONUM FRAGILE. 

' W II AT a frail thing is beauty !' says Baron le Crass, j 
Perceiving his mistress bad one eye of glass; 
. And scarcely had he spoke it, I 

When she, more confus'd as more angiy idie grew, ] 
By a negligent rage prov'd the maxim too tilie ; \ 
She drop'd the eye, and broke it. 
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MUID SIT FUTURUM CRAS FUQS 
SUMRERE. 



What to-morrow shall disclose 
May spoil what yon to-night propose : 
Englancl may change, or Chloe stray ; 
Love and Ufe are for to<day. 



HER RIGHT NAME. 

As Nancy at her toilet sat, 
Admiring this and blaming that, 

* Tell me, (she said) bnt tell me trne, 
The nymph who could yonr heart subdoe, 
What sort of charms does she possess?* 

* Absolve me, fiiir-one, ru confess 
With pleasure,' I replied : * Her hair, 
Ib ringlets rather dark than ftir, 
Dpes^down her ivory bosom roll. 
And, hiding half, adorns the whole. 
In her high forehead's fair half round 
Jjove sits m open triumph crown'd ; 
He in th^ dimple of her chin. 

In private state, by fnends is seen : 
Her eyes are neither black nor grey, 
Nor fierce nor feeble is their ray ; 
Their dubious lustre seems to show 
Something that speaks nor Yes nor No. 
Her lips no living bard, I weet. 
May say how red, how round, how sweet: 
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Old Homer only coold indite 
Their vagrant grace and soft delight: 
They stand recorded in his book. 
When Helen smird and Hebe spoke' — 
The gipsy, tnmiog to her glass, 
Too pkiinly show'd she knew the &ce ; 
* And which am I most like, (she said) 
Your Chloe or yonr Nut-brown maid?' 



UPON PLAYING AT OMBRE 

WITH TWO LADIES. 

I KNOW that Fortune long has wanted right. 
And therefore pardon'd when she did not right; 
Bat yet till then it never did appear 
That, as »he wanted eyes, she coiild not hear. 
I begg'd that she would give me leave to lose^ 
A thing she does not commonly refuse. 
Two matadores are out Jigainst my game. 
Yet still I play, and still my lack's the same : 
IJnconquer'd in three suits it does remain^ 
Whereas I only ask in one to gain ; , 
Yet she still contradicting gifts imparts. 
And gives raccess in every «nit^bat Hearts. 
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EHGRAVEN ON THREE SIDES OF AN 

ANTIQUE LAMP\ 

GIVEN BT MB TO LORD HABLKY. 

IMT ntlOE* 

ANTiauAM hanc lampadem 
£ Museo Colbertino allatanoy 
Oomino Harleo inter Kn/iAnyta sna 
Reponendam D. D. Matthaeos Prior. 

This lamp, which Prior to his Harley gave. 
Brought from the altar of the Cyprian dame; 

Indnlgent Time, tbrongh ftitnre ages save. 
Before the Muse to bum with purer flame. 

Speme dilectnm Veneris sacelhim, 
Sanctius, lampas, tibi munus orno : 
I foYe casto vigil Harleianas 

Igne camoenas. 

1 This lamp w«s fprmerlf Cardinal Bfacarine^s, then Cof- 
bert's, from whom it descended to his son, the Count Seg- 
nelai, of whom Prior is said to have procured it for 400 Louis 
d'oT. as a present to his patron Lord Oxford. It afterwards 
came into the possession of Dr. Chaniicy, and at the sale of 
his antiques, was purchased by the Duke of Portland for 
twenty-two guineas. 
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BKGKAYEN ON A COLUMN IN TRB 

CHURCH OFHALSTEAD IN ESSEX, 

THE ftpf AC OF WHICH, BI7RNT DOWN BY LIGHT- 
NlBiG, WAS REBUILT AT THE EXPENSE OF MR. 

s» nsxEy i7l7, 

VfEW Qot this spire by measure given 
To bnildings rais'd by common hands : 

That fabric rises high as Heaven, 
Whose basis on devotion stands. 

While yet we draw thb vital breath. 
We can onr faith and hope declare ; 

Bot charity, beyond onr death, 
Witt ever in our works appear. 

Best be he call'd among good men, 

Who to his God this column rais'd ; 
Though lightning strike the dome again. 

The man who boilt it shall be prais'd. 

Yet spires and towers in dust shall lie, 

The weak efforts of human pains -, 
And Faith and Hope themselves shall, die, 

While deathless Charity remains. 
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FOR THS 

PLATf OF A FOUNTAIN, 

ON VRXCH U THB 

EFFIOIS8 OF THE QCBEN ON A TRIUMPHAL ARCH ; 
THE FIGURE OF THE DUKE OF VARLBOROUCk 
beneath; and the chief rivers OF THB 
WORLD ROUND THE WHOLE WORK. 

Yb active streams ! where'er yonr waters flow. 
Let distant climes and furthest nations know 
What ye from Thames and Danube have heen 

taught. 
How Anne commanded, and how Marlborough 

fooghL 

* Qoapcmiqne seterno properatis, flomina, bipwy 
Divifus late terris, popnlisque remotis 
Dicite, nam vobis Tamisb narravit et Ister, 
Anna qnid imperils potnit, qaid Maribunu aimis/ 



EPITAPH. 



Stet qaiconque volet potent 
Aolae cnlmiAe lubrico, &c. 



SENBCA. 



Inter'd beneath this marble stone, 
Ue sauntering Jack and idle Joan. 
While rolling threescore years and one 
Did round this globe their courses nu i 
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If hnman Mn^i went ill or well, 
if changing empires rose or fell. 
The morning past, the evening eane^ 
And found this conple still the same. 
They walk'd, and ate, good folks ; what then ? 
Why, then they walk'd and ate f|gain. 
They soundly slept the njght away ; 
They did jnst qothing all the day : 
And having baried children four. 
Would not take pains to try for more. 
Nor sister either had, nor brother ; 
They seemed just tally'd for each other. 
, Their moral and economy 
Most perfectly they made agree ; 
^ch virtue kept its proper bound. 
Nor trespassed on the other's ground. 
Nor iame nor censure they regarded ; 
They neither pnnish'd nor rewarded. 
He car'd not what the footmen did ; 
Her maids she neith«>r prais'd nor chid ; 
So every servant took his course, 
And, bad at first, they all grew worse. 
Slothful disorder- fiird his stable, 
And sluttish plenty deck'd her table. 
Their beer was strong ; their wine was port ; 
Their meal was large ; their grace was short. 
They gave the poor the remnant meat^ 
Just when it grew not fit to eat. 

They paid the church and parish rate, 
And took, but read not, the receipt ; 
For which they chum*d th^ Sunday^s doe, 
Of slumbering in an upper pew. 

No man*s defects sought they to know, 
never made themselves a foe : 
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No man's good deeds did they commendy 
4io never raised themselves a ftiend. 
Nor ehonsh'd they relations poor ; 
That might decrease their prasent stnre: 
Nor bam nor house did they repair; 
That might oblige their ftitare^eir. 

They neither added nor confounded i • 

They neither wanted nor abounded. 
Each Christmas they accompts did clear^ 
And wound their bottom round the year. 
Nor tear nor smile did they employ 
At news of public grief or joy. 
When bells were rung and bon^res made. 
If ask'dy they ne'er denied their aid: 
Their jug was to the ringers carried, 
Whoever either died or married : 
Their billet at the fire was found, 
"IVhoever was deposed or crown'd. 

Nor good, nor bad, nor fooU, nor wise. 
They would not learn, nor could advise : 
IVithout love, hatred) joy, or fear, 
They led — ^a kind of— as it were : 
Nor wish*d, nor car'd, nor laugh'd, nor cried ; 
And so they liv*d, and so they died. 



JSPITAPU EXTEMPORE. 

Nobles and Heralds, by your leave, 
Here lies what once was Matthew Prior, 

The son of Adam and of Eve : — 
Can Stuart or Nassau claim higl^er ? 
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FOR MY OWN TOMBSTONE. 

To me 'twas given to die ; to thee 'tb giveo 
To live : alas ! one moment sets ns even. 
M»'1l 1 how impartial is the will of Heaven ! 



I 



FOR MY OWN MONUMENT. 

As Doctors give physic by way of prevention. 
Mat, alive and in health, of bis Tombstone took 

For delays are unsafe, and his pious intention [care; 
May haply be never fulfiird by his heir. 

Then take Mat's word for it, the sculptor is pmd^ 
That the figure is fine ', pray, believe yoor own 

Yet credit but lightly what more may be said, [eye ; 
For we flatter onrselves, and teach marble to he. 

Yet <;ounting a8,fiir as to fifiy his years. 
His virtues and vices were as other men's are; 

High hopes he conceiv'd, and he smother'd great 
fears, - - 

In a life party-colour'd, lialf pleasure, half care. 

Nor to business a drudge, nor to faction a slave. 
He strove to make interest and fi^eedom agree y 

In public employments industrious and grave, [be ! 
And alone with his friends, Lord, how merry was 

1 Alluding to the ba»t carved by the ftmoos Coriveiaz at 
Paris, oa bis mounment in Westminster Abbey. 
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Now in equipage stately, now hnmbly on foot. 
Both fortunes be tried, but to neither woald trust ; 

And whirl'd in the round, as the wheel tiim'd about, 
He found riches liad wings, and knew toan was 
but dust. 

This verse, little polish'd, though mighty sincere. 
Sets neitiier his titles nor merit to view ; ^ 

It says that his relics collected lie here, 
And no mortal yet knows too if this may be true. 

Fierce robbers there are that infest the highway, 
So Mat may be kill'd, and his bones never found ; 

False witness at court, and fierce tempests at sea, 
So Mat may yet chance to be hang'd, or be 
drown*d. 

If his bones lie in earth, roll in sea, fly in air, 
To iate we must yield, and the thing is the same : 

And if passing thou giv'st hun a smile or a tear. 
He cares not— yet, pr'y thee, be kind to his ^e. 
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AD COMITEM DORC^STRJUE, . 

IN ANNUM INSUNTXM MJ)C.tXXZI.T. 
AD JANUM. 

Sic taa perpetuis fum^nt altaria donis, 

Plurima sic flammae pabala mittat Arabs ; 
Sic dum sacra novis redimnntur tempora sertisy 

Nestoreos poscant f<£niiiia nrqae dies; 
Casside deposit^ placide sic niuicia pads 

Janna sopito cardioe limen amet : 
Candida procedaDt festivo tempora mota, 

Et faveat Domino quaelibet bora meo! 
Pablica conciliis gravibus sea commoda tractet^ 

Seu vacuum pectus mollior urat amor; 
Sea pia mordaci meditetur yalnera charts, 

Vulnera quae tali sola levantur ope ; 
Sea legat oblito iacilis mea carmioa h&toif 

O ! bene carminibus consnle, Dive, meis, 
Jane fave, Domini veniet natalis ad aras ; 

O ! superis ipsis sacra sit ilia dies : 
Sacra sit ilia dies, niveoqoe notata lapiUoy 

Qu& talit illastris nobile mater onus, 
Qnk milii, patronum gestit gentiqae QuiriteBiy 

Artiiicique Deo pceoe d^Usse parem. 
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AD DOM. GOrVEk, COLL, MAGISTRUM, 

EPISTOLA DEPRECATORIA. 

Nisi tnamjampridembeneyoleDtiain et laadatam 
ab expertis aodivuseni, et expertos ipse sfepiastiD^ 
laadaMem, et pador et tristitia comcio mihi silen- 
tinm indixissent : at eDim V. R. dmn coram pa- 
trono, amico, patre, provoWor, te non dnbitat 
impetrare andax dolor per accepta olim beneficia, 
per eAnentes lacrymas (et hae mentiri nesciuot) 
perque tuum isthnoc celeberrimum caodorem, 
qnem impnideDs laeni, solicitns repeto ut peccant! 
ignoscas, et obliteres crimen, ut non soldm ad 
condiflcipolomm mensam, sed ad ntagistri gratiam 
restituatnr, Ikvorb tai stiidioassimus. m. p. 



CARMEN nEPRECATORIUat AD EURDEM. 

Iratas acnh d^m issos Apollo Mgittas, 

Neglectas renovat moesta Thalia preces ; 
Qnalescunqne potest jejono promere canta; 

Heu raibi non est res iogeniosa fames ! 
Oram neges, alacri lanicuet vis ignea galloy 

Deme laboranti pabula, langoet ^qnns. 
liBtrantis stomachi sterilis nee pascis biatorn 

Daphni, nee arentem Castafis nnda sitim. 
Tom bene lassatm* Flaccos cum dixerit Obe! 

Pieriasque memm nobOitavit aquas. 
J^ani depressa jacet vel Musa Maronis, 

Het cnlioem esoriens qui sator arnw canit 
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O a ! Mecentt miyor roibi riserit, O si 
Fnlgenti solitmn regnet in ore jnbar, 

Crimiae puiigato pie post jejnnia, Miua 
Indperet pnesul grandia, teqae loqni. 



f • — DOM BIBIMU8 — 

OBREPIT NON INTELLECT4 9ENECTUS.* 

S18TE mere bibnlas effaso temporis alas, 
Hesteranmve minax coge redire diem ; 

Nil facis ; nsqne Yolabit inexorabilis setas, 
Caiiitiemque caput sen^iet atque rugas. 

I bravis, et properans in fanos necte corollas, 
Mox cot^agrando conde Falema rogo. 

Clepsydra Satami tua nee crystaiina distant. 
Dam mottt parili vinum et arena flaunt. 

Dum loquor, ecce ! perit redimits gloria frontisi 
Dat rosa de sertb lapsa, Memento mori. 

Sed tibi, dum n6ras nimis properare puellas, 
Ut citius nunpat stamina, Bacchus adest. 

Destituit caecum subito sol ebrius orbem, 
Occasom tremolo Bamt adesse rubor. 
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RIVBRSNDO IN CBftllTO PATKl 

THOMAS SPRAT, 

EPISCOPI R0FFBN8I, &C« 

^ . EuitUfMfUU 

ViciMUfl, exaltans faasto crepat omine Dapbnisy 

Testaturqne bonos nuncia fibra deos ; 
Oraadius eloqnium meditare Thalia, patroDom 

Qdem modo laud£^ti, nunc venerare patrem. 
Qais patet incertis volvi subtegmina Parcis? 

Qqis meritos aeqanm destitnisjie Jovem ? 
Cum ▼irtate tuum crescit decus, aucte sacerdos, 

Impatiensqiie breves spernit utramque modos. 
Qiialiter Elaeo felix in pulvere victor, 

Coi semel ornatas latnbit oliva comas, 
Sospiraos partas qaeritar marcesoere froades, 

Et parat elapsas ad nova bella rotas : 
Sic tibi major honos veteres protfidit bonores, 

Metaque pneteritae laudis origo novae est : 
Pboebseae juTenile caput cinxere coroHsB, 

Palraa vira decuit tempora, mitra senis. ' 

EPISTOLA EODBM TEMPORE MI8SA« 

Cum voluntas regia, optimatum consensus, booo- 
rninqne omnium stndia infulam merenti conces- 
serint, ignoscas, pater reverende, quod inter com- 
munem populi plansnm cliens eo minus ad enar- 
randum sufiiciens quo beneficiis plus fuerim de- 
vinctns, et tnos* in ecclest^ honores et ecclesise d 
tuis honoribns felicitatem festinet gratnlari, fa- 
voris tui studiusissimiis. m. p. 

vol.. Tl. N 
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AD FRANC. EPISa EUENSEM. 

ExoRATA boni triboerant munera dtvi, 

Patrooiqne dovus tempora cingit hoDos. 
CoBcedas bilaris repetif am Mosa laborem, 

£t notmn celebres, et mibi dnice decus. 
O si te canerem, prsesnl venerabilis, O si 

Fistula com titalis crescenet aucta tuis, 
JEque turba tibi non cederet ima clientnm, 

Cederet ac uumeris optima Mosa meis. [sunt? 
Hoc tamen nt meditor, mihi quid nisi vota super- 

Imbelles bumeros nobile lassat onus. 
Er^Eo minor virtus celebretnr, dum tibi pnesul 

Quod laudem superes gloria major erit. 



Cum virtutes tiias nnusquisque collandet et ho- 
nores gratnletur, nostras V. R. audadae ignoscat 
tna benignitas, si minimiL pollens eloqaentift, ar- 
dentissimo tamen studio accensus, ad commonem 
popnli cborum adjnngens vocem, com Timm opti- 
mnm tum benignissimum celebret patronttm, qni, 
tois maxime devinctus beneficiis, sommopere co- 
natar merito vocari 

Favoris tui studiosissimus. m. p. 
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* aUICQUID TULT, VALDE YULT.' 

DvM tingit Stcolns solis cceliqae meatus, 
Astra polosqne taos qnos sibi condit habet. 

Nil iacit instantiB mortis belliqae tumnltus ; 
Usque sed egregiom sedalas nrget opus. 

Nod vacat exiguae curas impendere vitae ; 
Sat sibi curarum Conditor or5is habet. 



IN COMITIS EX0NIEN8IS CRISTAM. 

THITICI FilSCBM LE0NIBU8 8USTBMTATUM, M.DC.LXXXIX. 
LEMMA, < 8USTENTARE ET DEBELLARE.' 

DuM tibi dat fortes Cybele Teneranda leones, 

Flayaque coUectas addit Eleusis opes: 
Invidift mijor, victoqne potentior aevo, 

I decus, I nostra Ceciliana domus. 
Sparge ioopi iruges, et pelle leooibus hostem ; 

Copia quid valet hinc, quid timor inde, refer. 
PoUeos mnneribus belli vel pacis, babes, quo 

Atque homines superes, atque imit^re deos. 



EMD OF VOL. II. 



C. WHimNGHAM. Printer, 103, Goswell Street. 
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